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Around Town. 


What a foolish piece of business that loyal 
address resolution of Mr. Mulock’s was which 
the Ottawa House unanimously adopted last 
week! Instead of having a re-assuring effect 
on the minds of the English Government and 
people it will inevitably have exactly the con- 
trary result, It will excite suspicion instead of 
allaying it. Noting these extravagant and fer- 
vent protestations of a loyalty that has not been 
seriously called in question, John Bull will 
naturally ask: ‘‘ What’s going wrong in Can- 
ada?” When he is told that the resolution 
was intended to show the absence of annexa- 
tion sentiment in Canada, he will certainly 
conclude that there must be a great deal more 
annexation sentiment here than actually ex- 
ists, and that where there is so much smoke 
there must be some fire. Qui s’excuse s’accuse, 








as the French proverb has it. If Canadian 
loyalty is such a universal and deeply- 
rooted sentiment there is no need tor 


continually proclaiming it from the house- 
tops—if there is lurking disaffection or a 
desire to change our relations with the Mother 
Country ail the passionate protestations in the 
world to the contrary won't alter the facts. 
What sort of reception would such a resolution 
as Mr. Mulock’s have if introduced into the 
British Parliament? There are probably fully 
as large a proportion of the population of 
Britain, dissatisfied with monarchical insti- 
tutions and class rule asin Canada. But the 
notion of mending matters or accomplishing 
any conceivable good by passing a resolution 
assuring her Majesty that everything is lovely 
and the reports of popular discontent are en- 
tirely without foundation, would be scouted by 
the practical good sense of English legislators. 
There were doubtless many men at Ottawa 
who keenly realized the absurdity of Mr. 
Muiock’s resolution, but the abject cowardice 
begotten of subserviency to the caucus 
and the machine prevented any outspoken 
dissent. Its value as an expression of 
the real opinions of members may be judged 
from the fact that in one case at least a known 
annexationist who has never been at any pains 
to conceal his views voted for it, while some of 
those who spoke for it while expressing their 
satisfaction for the present with existing con- 
ditions more than hinted at Independence as 
the ultimate solution of the problem. 
s 
* * 

It is instructive in this.connection to remem- 
ber that the American colonies up to the very 
verge of the struggle which resulted in their 
independence were just as loyal and devoted to 
British connection as the Canadian people of 
to-day. If resolutions, protests, speeches, toasts 
and ou«ths of allegiance counted for anything 
the Americans would now be the devoted sub- 
jects of her Majesty. There was no thought 
of anything like setting up an independent 
government in their minds even when they 
had actually taken up arms against the 
soldiers of King George. Why, the first Ameri- 
can Congress convened in 1774 adopted a 
humble petition to the King in which the fol- 
lowing passage occurs: ‘‘We wish not a 
diminution of the prerogative nor the grant of 
any new right. Your royal authority over us 
and our connection with Great Britain we 
shall always support and maintain.” No doubt 
the great majority of the American colonists 
were perfectly sincere at the time in desiring 
the maintenance of British connection. But 
events are stronger than men. 

os 

Englishmen take a very practical view ol 
these matters. They take but little stock in 
wordy professions whether of loyalty or any- 
thing else. Most of them find such professions 
extremely difficult to reconcile with what they 
regard as a hostile tariff narrowing the market 
for British-made goods in the colonies, They 
‘would appreciate a reduction in the tariff 
bn hardware and textile fabrics a good 
moeal more than all the loyalty resolutions 
which Parliament could pass from now till 
Prorozation if they did nothing else. Some- 
thing of the medizval or chivalrous idea of 
loyalty lingers among the aristocracy who, be- 
ingamply provided for without the necessity of 
labor, can afford t ocherish all sorts of outgrown 
and romantic notions, That is what an aristo- 
cracy is for. It is their business to have lofty 
ideals, and to think fine unworldly thoughts 
about Britain’s prestige and the honor of the 
flag and that sort of thing and to scout all 
sordid considerations as beneath contempt and 
only worthy of shopkeepers and greasy me- 
chanics, Almost any of us, it may be incident- 
lly remarked, would be willing to take the 
Ontract on the same terms or even for a 
trifle less, But the mass of the British people 
vho live in the workaday world of to-day 
nd attend to the practical business of life 
have precious little sentiment in the region of 
Politics, The spirjt of commercialism rules 
hroughout. They look at all such questions 
% the maintenance of the colonial relation 
tom the purely business standpoint. 

* we 
National prestige is valued simply in so far 
8 it tends to the expansion of British trade. 
Olonies are an advantage or a burden accord- 
ng as they offera market for English goods, 
afe investments for English money or an out- 
bt for the superfluous population of the three 
ingdoms. For many years this intensely 
ractical business-like way of looking at 
hatters apart from all such abstractions as 
lory and the honor of the flag has been gain- 
& ground in English politics as the influence 
the aristocracy has been declining. Con- 
flerations which would have appeared of 
amount importance to the rulers of Eng- 
d in the days of Elizabeth or George III. 
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weigh little with the commercial class now 
powerful in the House of Commons, still 
less with the newly-enfranchised artisans 
and farm laborers. If the connection be- 
tween Britain and Canada is to continue 
permanently the bond of sentiment must 
be reinforced and strengthened by that of 
cémmon interest.’ In other words the hope of 
perpetuating the Empire as it now exists rests 
on the carrying into effect in some shape or 
another of Imperial Federation. It is amazing 
that English statesmen, who have really at 
heart the preservation of the greatest Empire 
the world has seen, to whom British power 
and prestige are something more than a name, 
and who look beyond the mere commercial 
prosperity of the hour, should not have devoted 
more attention to this all-important subject. 
* @ 

Mr. Meredith has at last ‘* burned his boats” 
and by taking advanced ground on the ques- 
tion of separate schools and dual language, 
broken away from the traditions of Ottawa 
Conservatism. His utterances upon the school 


to make retreat or compromise henceforth im- 
possible. The stand he has taken will un 
doubtedly infuse new life into a sickly and 
moribund Opposition and give them a fighting 
chance in the next campaign. It is ex- 
tremely doubtful, however, whether they 
can make much headway against the solid 
phalanx on the Government benches, backed 
by the influences of patronage which have 
often proved so powerful and supported by a 
Catholic vote more united than ever. Mr. 
Meredith’s action ought to have been taken 
years ago. The delay has enabled the Govern- 
ment to deal vigorously with the worst of the 


abuses complained of in connection with 
French schvols, and to make a good showing | 
in the way of improved conditions. Moreover, 
it takes a lorg time to convince the public of 
the reality of a change of position so thorough 
as that which the Opposition has just effected 
—more time than will probably elapse between 
now and polling day. The practical question 
as regards the effect of the movement as a 
piece of political strategy is: Can Mr. Meredith 
hope to detach from the elements formerly 
supporting the Government a sufficient num- | 
ber to make good his loss of Catholic supporters 
and in addition to overcome the Administra- 
tion majority? It is possible, of course, : 
| 
| 


judging from experience not at all likely. En- 


thusiastic Conservatives—by the way, are 
they Conservatives any longer?—of course 
jook forward to bringing over the Equal 
Righters as a body into the Opposition camp, 
but experienced politicians of either party who 
do not allow their feelings to run away with 
their judgment will hardly be led away by any 
such delusion. Equal Rights did not do much 
for Ald. McMillan in the recent contest for the 
mayoralty. Asan active political factor it is 
practically extinct and the next election will 
resolve it into its original elements. 
o*s 

No doubt there is a large and intelligent ele- 
ment of the Liberal party which is dissatisfied 
with some things in Mr. Mowat’s administra- 
tion. There is a strong feeling against his con- 
cessions to the hierarchy especially, and when 
carried away by the wave of Anti-Jesuit ex- 
citement many of his supporters may have said 
that they. were ready to vote against him if he 
did not change his course. But saying a thing 
of this sort in an off-year is very different 
from carrying it into practice in the heat 
of an election campaign when old associa- 
tions and life-long prejudices are appealed to, 





| 
question were sufficiently clear and = the party-led majority who enjoy the some 
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the familiar rallying cries fill the air and the in- 
fluences of habit and party traditions are 
brought into play. Every argument will be 
employed to convince the masses that Mr. 
Meredith’s acceptance of the Equal Rights 
platform in provincial matters is merely a Tory 
dodge and that his triumph would be hailed 
with a shout all along the Conservative lines 
as a party victory. Under the circumstances, 


Liberals, no matter what their Equal Rights 
professions, will range themselves against the 
Government. The Canadian politician who 
trusts in an Independent vote is leaning on a 
broken reed. It is an infinitesimally minute 
factor. There has been a great deal of talk 
about voting independently of parties, but un- 
fortunately it is all talk or nearly so. Men will 
boast their independent views every day in the 
year, except election day, and then they are as 
abject tools of faction as can be found. The 
various independent movements—Canada First, 
Prohibition, Labor Reform and Equal Rights— 
have detached a few men here and there from 


—— 





what rare privilege of doing their own think 
ing. But the solid columns which move at the 
command of the wire-puller and vote according 
to the dictates of the machine are stillunbroken. 
Unless all signs fail they will prove too strong 
for Mr. Meredith, 


* 
* *s 


In spite of Mr. Meredith’s change of position 
on the school question, the Equal Rights party 
in this city have determined to go into the 
fight as a separate organization, and have 
nominated Ald. William Bell as a candidate 
for the Provincial Legislature. This looks 


rather like a _ kick against the. machine 


THE STORM. 


as the Provincial Opposition are evidently 
determined to force the fighting on the issue 
of Equal Rights and no sectarian domination, ; 
and whoever may get the regular party nomi | 
nation will of course have to stand on Mere- | 

t 

| 





dith’s platform. It looks as though the split 
over the Dominion issues was likely to present | 
an obstacle to cordial co-operation between the 
followers of D’Alton McCarthy and the machine 
Conservatives in local matters. If the Equal | 
Righters insist on going into the fight | 
as a separate organization the result will 
probably be similar to the experiences of the | 
youth of whom tradition relates that he | 
one day attempted to have fun witha mule. } 
Now a mule differs from Falstaff in the fact 
that although it is the frequent cause of wit in 
others it has no personal sense of humor. This 
mule at all events was disposed to take things 
seriously, and the result of the small boy’s 
playful attempts to twist his tail and tie a/| 
string around his leg was that the enterprising 
youngster was carried home senseless with an 
ugly looking gash inhis forehead. ‘‘Oh, papa,” 
said the sufferer as soon as he was able tospeak, 
**do you think I shall ever be pretty again?” 
“No, my son,” said the parent sadly, “I 
fear you will never be pretty any more—but 
you'll have a blamed sight more sense.” It’s | 
very pretty to strike an attitude on a platform, 
wave partyism and patronage and sordid con- 
siderations magniloquently aside, and appea! 
to the better instincts of an intelligent elector- 
ate and the principles of truth and righreous- 
ness—very pretty indeed, but just wait till the 
machine gets its work in! 





ie 
* *# 
The verdict of the jury in the Taylor John- 
ston scandal case has been generally endorsed | 
by public opinion as a righteous judgment and 


it is doubtful whether a corporal’s guard of | 


contemptible attempt to protect a social wrong- 
doer by inflicting additional injury and suffer- 
ing upon the victim and her family. A special 
interest bas been excited in this case by the 
persistent denial of the defendant Johnston 
of his guilt even after the exposure of 
the attempt to settle the affair by a 
money payment to the father of the wronged 
girl. There are instances, no doubt, in which 
innccent men have paid hush-money to silence 
accusers who have charged them with dis- 
graceful offences, but such cases are not com- 
won and the victims are usually weak-minded 
simpletons or young men unused to the ways of 
the world. That aman in Johnston's position 
and circumstances should have been a party 
to a money settlement of the case was wholly 
incompatible with the plea of innocence. 
Johnston wculd have stood in a much 
better position before the public had he 
j acknowledged his offence at once and striven 
to make such reparation as layin his power 
instead of heaping wrong upon wrong on the 
family already cruelly injured by his miscon- 
duct and seeking to brand them as perjurers 
and blackmailers. 


? 
* 

The peculiar circumstancesof this cause celebre 
were such as to excite a legitimate popular in. 
terest in the main developments of the trial and 
to call for the publication in the daily press of 
all such evidence as had an important bearing 
upon the verdict, It is to be regretted how- 
ever that some of our _ contemporaries, 
especially the evening papers, went a good 
deal further than this and pandered to 
the base appetite of scandal-mongers for 
literary garbage by printing cclumn after 
column of disgusting and frequently irrelevant 





{on general principles than anything else, | details. The competition among the Toronto 


dailies is so intense that some of them are 
ready to resort to any means, however ne- 
farious, which will give them a trifling advan- 
tage in the struggle for existence. It is little 
creditable to the moral sense and boasted in- 
telligence of the people of this city, that the 
*““enterprise’* which stoops so low as to rake 
the slums and gutters for items of a 
salacious character should find encouragement, 
but the fact cannot be overlooked that our 
evening papers not infrequently compensate 


| for their lack of genuine enterprise and the 


ahsence of really important and valuable news 
in their columns by catering to the depraved 
tastes of the class who gloat over such revela- 


| tions as those of the Tavlor-Johnston scandal. 


It is difficult to devise any remedy for the evil. 
So long as the public, or a sufficiently large 
proportion of them to make it profitable, 
demand this sort of reading there will always 
be publishers unscrupulous enough to provide 
it. Only a reform in the public taste and mor- 
ality can work any important change for the 


| better. 


of 
_, 


The question of how toreform some of the 
worst ‘defects of the modern daily news- 
paper such as its tendency to sensationalism, 
its reckless partisanship and its unreliability 
when there is anything to be gained by sup- 
pressing the truth or giving currency to a 
falsehood, has been for some time before the 
American people for discussion. One of the 
suggestions for improving the tone of the 
newspaper press which has received wide- 
spread attention is that men of wealth should 
endow newspapers of a high-class as they 
now endow churches, colieges and hospitals, 
thereby rendering them independent of party or 
counting room influences, Postmaster General 


ithe reversal of a particularly cowardiy and ' Wanamaker of the United States is quoted as 
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advising rich man as follows: ‘“ Use your 
money to establish great newspapers that shall 
not be afraid to speak the truth.” As there are 
& great many millionaires on the other side 
just now who seem to have more money than 
they know what to do with and are hunting 
around for schemes of a public character which 
will enable them to spend some ot it in a credit- 
abie way, it is quite likely that some of them 
will decide to try the experiment. The remedy 
would probably be rather worse than the dis- 
ease. The greatest of the abuses which have 
sprung up in connection with modern journal- 
ism are due to the influence of capital. Most 
of the flagrant untruthfulness which excites 
the concern of moral reformers has been done 
in writing up the big interests controlled by 
the very class who are now appealed to to 
spend the wealth they have made by the aid of 
lying newspapers in starting truthful ones. 


*- * 

Why, it would be the blackest ingratitude on 
record for the Wanamakers, Carnegies, Van- 
derbilts and other many-millioned magnates 
whose financial and legislative schemes hava 
been put through by the aid of newspaper 
lying, cultivated until it has become a fine art, 
to round on their old friends in this fashion. 
What stupid fellows these magazine moraliz- 
ers must be to imagine for a moment 
that a newspaper endowed by a _ million- 
aire could possibly be an independently 
truthful journa), Rich men are usuaily par- 
tisans and they always have important inter- 
ests which are liable to be affected in one way 
or other by public movements or political 
action. How could the ‘“‘endowed” editor 
daie to speak the truth in reference to the 
railroai scheme or the stock-jobbing operation, 
the Jand-grab cr the tariff amendment in 
which his pitron was finaccially concerned ? 
A thoroughly honest and conscientious man 
could not hold his position for a week and 
speak out manfully on the various ques- 
tions involving the prerogatives of the 
wealthy as against popular rights unless 
patron were a very different kind 
of man from the ordinary type of million- 
aires. It is hardly likely that Carnegie or 
Wanamaker cr any other man whose life has 
mainly been devoted to money-getting would 
be able to rise so superior to considerations of 
self-interest or class bias as to allow a news- 
paper sustained by their money to tell the 
truth when it injured their enterprises or 
hurt their friends. No, no, from what- 
ever direction a reform in journalistie 
methods may come that of the beneficent mil- 
lionaire resolved tu sacrifice his means to the 
end that the people may have the truth told 
him is the very last and most improbable quar- 
ter in which to seek it. We have had one or 
two ‘“‘endowed” or partially endowed periodi- 
cals here in Toronto but they never acquired 
any particular reputation for courageous 
truth-speaking—though the writing was some- 
times brilliant. It seems to be taken for 
granted in the discussion cf this proposal that 
the public are just pining for a paper which 
will dare totell the truth. This is to say the 
least doubtful. Probably the greater majority 
of readers are much better satisfied with 
cleverly told or even clumsy and palpable lies 
than they would be with the truth. [In fact 
there are very few people who can complac- 
ently listen to facts and the logical deductions 
therefrom when they run counter to their 
prejudices and traditional ideas—still less 
when their pecuniary interests are affected. 
Even if it were possible to secure the generous 
and wholly unseldsh donor and the ideal truth- 
telling editor, the people would probably by a 
large majority prefer the old familiar lies and 
party battle-cries and politico-economical for- 
mulas and appeals to passion and prejudice. 
Why a paper that was not afraid to speak the 
truth, provided that by any possibility it could 
get itself started, would be altogether too good 
to live. 





London 7ruth says: ‘As for the publication 
of social gossip, this can do no harm provided 
that it be not either offensive or injurious to 
those with whom it deals. Personally I do not 
care about what A wears, whom B entertains, 
and where C is spending his time. But if 
others do, by all means let them have the im- 
formation. This is not new journalism, but 
old journalism, Here is an extract from a book 
of Mr. Rush, Minister of the United States in 
England in 1818, entitled Residence at the 
Court of London: 

*** Everything goes into the newspapers. In 
other countries, matter of a public nature may 
be seen in them; here, in addition, you see per- 
petually even the concerns of individuals. Does 
a private gentleman come to town? you hear it 
in the newspapers; does he build a house, or 
buy an estate? they give the information ; does 
he entertain his friends? you have ali their 
names next day in type; is the drapery of a 
lady’s drawing room changed from red damask 
and gold to white satin and silver? the fact is 
publicly announced... So of a thousand other 
things. The first burst of it all upon Madame 
de Stael led her toremark that the Engiish had 
realized the fable of living with a window 
on their bosoms. It may be thought that this 
is confined to a class, who, surrounded by the 


allurements of wealth, seek emblasonment. 
If it were only so, that class is immense. But 
its influence affects other classes, giving each 
in their way the habit of allowing their per- 
sonal inclinations and objects to be dealt with 
in print; so that altogether these are thrown 
upon the public in England to an extent with- 
out parallel in any country, ancient or modern, 
When the drama at Athens took cognizance of 
public life, what was sa‘d became known first 
to a tew listeners, then to a small town; but 
in three days a London newspaper reaches 
every part of the kingdom, and in three months 
every part of the globe,’” 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 











Social and Personal. 


Owing in a large measure to the prevailing 
epidemic and to the lamentable fatalities in 
which it has resulted in some cases, and owing 
also to considerable absenteeism, the last two 
weeks have been marked by a deadness of 
things social, such as I never remember, in 
what should be the height of the season, dur 
ing a long experience of Toronto society. There 
is no doubt that the weather, also, has some- 
thing to do with the lethargy that seems to 
have fallen upon the usually gay pértion of the 
cown. Everybody seems to think that a spell 
of hard frost and plenty of snow would not 
only drive away what remains of the unwel- 
come Russian visitor, but would also cause a 
great revival of gaiety in its many forms. 
During the last two win ers, the weekly drives 
of the Toronto Sleighing Club have been, 
perhaps, the main features in the season’s 
amusements and the want of any such delight- 
ful meetings is keenly felt. Weary of sending 
out fifty postcards each week to summon the 
members to a drive, weather permitting, on 
the following Saturday, the honorary secretary 
of the club has sent a final card announcing 
that there will be a meet at the Guns in the 
Queen’s Park at four p.m., on the first Satur- 
day when there is sleighing. It has been often 
said that February, at all events, would be 
bound to bring snow, but, so late as the sixth 
of the month, there isno sign of a change in 
the desired direction. Thousands of fox- 
hunters in England are bewailing the iron- 
bound earth, while here, where all outdoor 
amusements in winter depend on frost and 
snow, chestnut trees are actually budding and 
lilacs are threatening to bloom. 


On Tuesday evening Mrs. Albert Nordheimer 
gave one of those diminutive dances, which she 
so well understands, and by which she never 
fails to delight the chosen few. The proper man- 
agement of such entertainments is not easy, by 
any means. Many a hostess has essayed such 
hespitaiity and faiied, sometimes from want of 
experience and sometimes again from want of 
tact. The chief ditticulty lies of course in the 
selection of those to be invited, a difficulty 
which always vanishes before the wisdom of a 
hostess who is well versed and trained in such 
matters and whocan sort the names on her 
visiting list as easily as a pack of cards. It is 
also well to remember that, while such a 
gathering must be kept quite small, it is easy 
te overdo this quality, and so to find one’s 
rooms possessed of that sense of emptiness 
which never fails to throw a blight over any 
party. Another point to be borne in mind, is 
that the periods between the different dances 
should be longer than at a larger affair, ‘and 
most important of al!, no numbers should be 
displayed, much less should anvthing in the 
way of programmes be attempted. These 
** tips,” and many others more subtle and less 
generally evident, are well-known to Mrs. 
Albert Nordheimer. This was proved last 
Tuesday, as it has often been proved before 
and was unanimously acclaimed by some half- 
hundred guests. 


Among the guests were Mrs. Mey- 
rick Bankes, Mrs. J. K. Kerr, Col. and Mrs. 
Sweny, Mr. and Mrs. McCullough, Miss Otter, 
Miss Hodgins, Miss Small, Miss Vankoughnet, 
Miss Sibyl Seymour, Mr. Evans, Col. Otter, 
Mr. Cronyn, Mr. Guy Ross, Mr. Pauw and Mrs. 
Goldingham. 


* 

The gowns were universally pretty and 
dainty. Mrs. Nordheimer wore black Russian 
aet with moire trimmings ; Mrs. Bankes, black 
and yellow crepe de chine; Miss Se) mour, 
white tulle, trimmed with wild roses; Miss 
WVankoughnet, cream fish net : Miss Hodgins, 
white lace and green silk ; Miss Sibyl Seymour, 
pale blue gauze and brocade; Miss Sewell, 
cream crepe de chine ; Mrs. J. K. Kerr, cream 
gauze with cream ribbons; Mrs. Sweny, cream 
brocade and lace. 2 


By the death of Mr. John O. Heward, which 
accurred on Tuesday at his residence on Bloor 
sstreet, the town has lost a type ofaclass which 
is unhappily rare in Canada. Mr. Heward was 
@ sportsman and a gentleman of the good old 
English school, who many years ago brought 
the test qualities of his race to Toronto. A 
special meeting of the committee of the Toronto 
Cricket Club has fittingly recorded in reso- 
lutiens what the game of cricket in Ontario 
owes to Mr. Heward by his fifty years of active 
amembership and support. There will be no 
future cricket dinner, but the gap will be felt 
caused by the loss of Mr. Heward’s genial face 
and eloquent praises of the game he loved. 
Not only at cricket, but at many other sports, 
Mr. Heward excelled! he was a good bowler 
and curler, a remarkable shot, while his success 
asa fisherman was unsurpassed in Toronto. It 
seems but the other day that the writer ad- 
mired a goodly basket of trout of Mr. Heward's 
catching. The halting pen cannot do justice 
te the many lovable and admirable qualities 


of the deceased. 


Mrs. Williain Meredith of London, Ont., was 
in town this week. 


Mr. Robert Ingersoll of St. John, N. B., is 
staying with friends in town. 


Mr. P. Bouchard of Beaume, France, was in 


town this week. - 


Colonel Tisdale of Simcoe came to town on 
Monday, as did numerous other M. P.’s, whose 
arrival has been sufficiently chronicled. 


Progressive eucbre parties have been quite 
numerous during the past week. They were 
without exception thoroughly enjoyed, and 
pretty-faced women and strong-featured men 
looked at the red and black as if the fates of 
the cards were their own lasting ones. Among 
those who gave card parties this week were 
Mrs. Chadwick and Mrs. Temple of St. George 
street, Mrs. Harris of Beverley and Mrs. Ellis 
of St. Patrick. . 


The names of a few of the guests at Mrs, 
Ellis’ were: Mr. and Mrs. Bromley Davenport, 
Mr. and Mrs. Victor Armstrong, Mr. and Mrs, 
Henry Duggan, Miss Bright, Miss Maude 
McLean, Miss Wadsworth, Miss Dumbie of 
Cobourg, Mr. and Mrs. J. Kerr Fi+ken, Mrs. 
R. Ruttan, Mrs, Arkle, Mr. and Mrs. James 
Crowther, Miss Jones, Mre. Moorhouse, the 
Misses McMicking, Mr. and Mrs, Anderson, 


Miss Cochrane of Rochester and Mr. H. Arm- 
strong. Mrs. Ellis is an admirable hostess, 
sand her guests left the pleasantly-arranged 
card party with much praise of her charming 
hospitality. - 


Mrs. Wyld’s dance, which took place on Fri- 
day evening of last week, was a well-attended 
social feature. Mrs. Wyld’s handsome home 
on St. George street is, by reason of its ‘* inter- 
esting corners” and large well-fitted dancing- 
room, a fit scene for the gay revelling of glanc- 
ing feet and swaying forms, 

a 


As is usual, the gowns, sometimes gay, some- 
times severely simple, and often fantastic, 
lent themselves to perfect the surroundings. 
Mrs. Wyld wore an elegant dress of dark 
purple. The material was brocaded velvet, and 
the stately goods and rich color made a most 
handsome gown. Miss Hoskins wore black 
fish net over black silk; Miss Attrill, cream 
tulle combined with golden brown silk and 
cream roses ; Miss Arthurs, pale pink net and 
satin, trimmed with pink ostrich feathers; 
Mrs, Thurston, white satin, draped with 
white silk gauze and pearl ornaments; 
Mrs. Stewart Strathy, white satin, en 
train, and pink roses; Miss Scott, gray 
satin with cut steel ornamentation ; Mrs, A, 
Langmuir, white satin and silver brocade, en 
train; Mrs. Johnson, black lace over pale 
pink silk; Mrs. James Crowther, gray faille, 
draped with gray lisse and embroidered in pink ; 
Mrs. Brouse, pale blue silk and lace, trimmed 
with forget-me-nots ; Mrs. Harry Greene,white 
silk, en train; Mrs, J. Fraser, pearl satin 
brocaded with flame colored flowers and gold 
embroidery ; Miss Denison, pink pearl-spangled 
net over pink satin; Mrs. Cecil Gibson, blue 
silk gauze and pearl ornaments; Miss Maude 
Vickers, pink silk and crepe de chine, trimmed 
with pink roses; Mrs. Arthur Meredith, white 
silk, en train, with feather trimming. 

* 


The afternoon tea at Mrs. Albert Nord- 
heimer’s on Saturday afternoon iast was a 
very delightful success. As was mentioned 
last week the majority of the guests were the 
members of the Riding and Driving Club, 
which has this season been deploring the lack 
of snow that in other years rendered their 
meets so pleasant. Theafternoon tea gathered 
them together, and in the charming house of a 
charming hostess they forgot thesnow grievance 
and in fact thoroughly enjoyed its absence. 
Mrs. Nordheimer wore a handsome gown 
of vieux rose foulard with garniture of guipure 
lace, and Miss Seymour, her guest, a dainty 


and Mrs, 
Desbarres, Mr. 
Date, Mrs. J. Duggan, Mr. H. Duggan, 
Mrs. R. G. and the Misees Dalton, Mr. and Mrs. 
Drayton, Mr. Frank Darling, Rev. C. and Mrs. 
Darling, Col., Mrs. and Miss Davison, Mr. and 


W. P. Atkinson, Mr. J. R. Armstrong, Mr, and 
Mrs. C. C. Ambery, Mr. Donald Armour, Mr. 
and Mr, E. D. Armour, Mr. and Mrs, Ander- 
son, Mr. and Mrs. V. Armstrong, Bishop of 
Algoma and Mrs. Sullivan, Mr. Adam Mercer 
and the Misses Mercer, Prof. and Mrs. Ashley, 
Mrs. Arkle, Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Beatty and 
the Misses Beatty, Mr. James Beatty, Dr. 
Bain, Mr. and Mrs, Brough and the Misses 
Brough, Mr. and Mrs. R. H. Bethune and the 
Misses Bethune, Mr. aud Mrs. C, A. B. Brown, 
Mr. and Mrs. J. W. Barwick and Mass Bar- 
wick, Judge and Mrs. Burton, the Misses 
Burton, Mrs. Bain, Ven. Arch. Boddy, Mrs. 
and Miss Boddy, Rev. J. and Mrs. Ballard, Mr. 
J. Boulton, the Misses Boultun, Mr. C. Boul- 
ton, Dr., Mrs. and Miss Burns, Mr. B. Brent, 
Mr. James Burnham, Mr. and Mrs. J. Turner 
Boyd, Dr. and Mrs. Burritt, Mr. F. W. and 
Miss Burritt, Mr. and Mrs, D. Burnham, Miss 
Burnham, Mr.’ H. and the Misses Baird, Mr. 
and Mrs. Melfort Boulton, Mr. and Mrs, 
Walter Barwick, Judge and the Misses Boyd, 
Mr. and Mrs. Botsford, Chancellor Boyd, Mr. 
and Mrs. Boultbee, Dr. Baines, Mr. and Mrs. 
Christopher Baines, Mr. and Mrs. Bruce, Mr., 
Mrs,, and Miss Brown, Dr. Bingham, Mr., 
Mrs. and the Misses Bright, Mr., Mrs. and 
Miss Beardmore, Mr. A. C. J. Boulton, Mrs. 
and Miss Becher, Miss Macklem, Rev. J., Mrs. 
and the Misses Cayley, Mr. J., Mrs. and Miss 
Catto, Mr. Charles Catto, Mr. R. Christie, Mr. 
and Mrs, Cartwright, Mr. and Mrs. J. Carter, 
Mr. and Mrs. Allan Cassels, Rev. W. H. and 
Mrs. Clarke, the Messrs. and Misses Cassels, 
Mr. and Mrs. Barlow Cumberland, Mr. and 
Mrs. Cattanach, Mr., Mrs. and the Misses 
Chadwick, Messrs, Chadwick, Mrs. Clarkson, 
Mrs. E. M. Campbell, Mr. John Carson, Dr. T. 
S. and Mrs, Covernton, Mr. and Mrs. Cock- 
burn, Mrs. and the Misses Cox, Mr. 
and Mrs. H. W. Church, Mr. K. H. 
Cameron, Mrs, and the Misses Campbell, Mr. 
and Mrs. Robert Cochran, Mr. and Mrs. W. 
Cummings, Dr. and Mrs. Cameron, Mr. C. J. 
aud Miss Campbell, Mr. G. Campbell, Mr. and 
Mrs, A. J. Close, Mr. W. B. Close, Mr. and 
Mrs. Cosby, Rev. R. and Mrs, Caswall, Rev. 
Canon, Mrs. and Miss DuMoulin, Mr. Philip 
DuMoulin, the Misses Dupont, Mrs. John 
Denisoo, Dr. and Mrs. Davison, Rev. Dr, 
Davies, Rev. T. and Mrs. 
and Mrs, Dickson, Prof. 


Mrs. Delamere, Mr. and Mrs, Eiwards, Mr. H. 


Mrs. Ryerson, Mr. and Mrs, James Scarth, Dr. 
and Mrs. Sheard, Dr. and Mrs. Strathy, Dr. 
and Mrs, Larratt Smith, Mr. H. and the Misses 
Smith, Dr. and Mrs. Spragge, Rev. Mr. Scadding, 
Dr. and Mrs. Snelling, Rev. A. and Mrs. Samson, 
Mr. R. Samson, Rev. Dr. and Mrs. Sweeney, 
Mrs. and Miss Sullivan, Prof. Goldwin and 
Mrs. Smith, Mr. and Mrs, Smyth, Mr, and 
Mrs. J. F. Smith, Mrs, Spragge, Mrs. Stanton, 
Mrs. and the Misses Shanley, Mr. W. R. 
Shanley, Rev. H. and Mrs, Symonds, Mr., 
Mrs, and Miss Symons, Messrs, Symons, Mr. 
C. P. Sparling, Dr. and Mrs, Stuart, Mr. Grant 
Stewart, Mrs. and the Misses Seymour, Mr. J. 
Grayson Smith, Dr. R. A. Stevenson, Rev. G. J. 
and Mrs. Taylor, Rev. C., Mrs. and the Misses 
Thomson, Mr, Thomson, Rev. Canon, Mrs, and 
Miss Tremayne, Mr. and Mrs. Percy Torrence, 
Dr., Mrs.and Miss Temple, Mr. Charlie Temple, 
Dr. and Mrs. Teskey, Mr. and Mrs. Torrance, 
Mr, and Mrs. Totten, Lord Bishop of Toronto 
and Mrs. Sweatman, Mr., Mrs. and Miss 
Towner, Mr. G, H. Towner, Mr. and Miss Tully, 
Rev. A., Mrs. and the Misses Williams, Mr. J. 
A. Worrell, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Wedd, Presi- 
dent and Miss Wilson, Mr. W. Rose Wilson, 
Mr. and Mrs. Wood, Mr. and Mrs. Wyld, Mr. 
and Mrs. Wood, Mr. A. H. Whitney, Mr., 
Mrs. and Miss Wadsworth, Mr. and Mrs. J. 
C. Wedd, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Weatherson, 
Mr. and Mrs. J. W. Young, Mr. and Mra. J. 
Young, Mrs. and Miss Vickers, Prof. and Mrs. |" 
VanderSmissen, Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt Ver- 
non, Mr, and Mrs, Usborne, Mrs. Vankoughnet. 


The death on Tuesday night of Hon. John 
Macdonald has taken from Toronto on¢ of its 
best known and most prominent citizens. His 
death was the culmination of a long illness. 
John Macdonald was a native of Perth, Scot- 
land, where he was born in 1824. His father’s 
regiment, the 93rd Sutherland Highlanders, 
was transferred to Canada in 1838. His early 
education, which had been obtained in the regi- 
mental school, was continued after his arrival 
in Canada at Dalhousie college, Halifax, and 
afterwards at Bay street academy, Toronto, 
where he completed his school education. He 
immediately entered on a mercantile career, 
and after working with other firms for a num- 
ber of years, finally set up in business for him- 
self on Yonge street. This developed into the 
present extensive establishment on Wel- 
lington street. He was first elected Mem- 
ber of Parliament for West Toronto in 
1863. This seat he held until Confederation. 
In 1875 he was elected for Center Toronto, but 
was defeated in 1878, at which election he 


trip to the Holy Land and that during hig 
absence his pulpit will be occupied by some 
notable American preachers, among others Dr, 
Lyman Abbott and Prof. Swing of Chicago, 
It is not distinctly known yet whether the 
learned Doctor will emulate the fllustrious 
Talmage and preach a sermon on Mars Hill or 
(Contenued on Page Eleven.) 


































































New Music 


All the Year Round Lancers—Nellie 8. Smith......... 508 
ee oe ere rer reper ee 500 


New Songs 


The Sailors’ Dance, Fb and F—J. L. Wolloy........... 500 
When the Lights are Low, F, G, Ab, Bo—G. M. Lane.. 500 
Off to Philadeiphia (humorous), baritone—B. Haynes.. 500 


Of all Music Dealers or mailed free on receipt of marked 
price by 


Anglo-Canadian Music Publishers’ Association, 
13 Richmond Street West, Toronto. 


The libretto of Gilbert & Sullivan’s new opera ‘The 
Gondoliers,” is now ready. ~ 


E. BEETON 
HIGH GRADE WATCH SPECIALIST 


Opposite Post Office, Toronto 


Fine and Complica‘ed Watch Adjust- 
ing My Forte 


FULL DRESS SHIRTS 


Gentlemen requiring a full dress shirt and not having 
time to order, can always find a full wasortment of sizes 
with us. We carry in stock at $1.50. $1.75, $2 and $2.25 
each, and can recommend the fit and excellent laundry 
work, the latter we pay special attention to. 


Fawke’s White snd Lavender Kid Gloves 


White and Colored Evening Bows, Ties, Ete, 


English and American Collars and Cuffs 


In stock. 




































merce gave a banquet in their new building on 
Saturday evening last. 
took the form of adinner. Several ladies occu- 
pied the gallery and were served with refresh- 
ments there, while they had full view of the 
banqueting company and obtained an excellent 
hearing of the speeches and toasts. Mr. 
Walker, the general manager, was host, while 
Messrs. Plummer and Kemp, assistant mana- 
ger and manager, Were also present. Toasts 
were made by Messrs. Walker, Kemp and 
Montgomery, and music was afterwards fur- 
nished by the Bank of Commerce Glee Club. 


present staying with her friend Miss McVity 
at 502 Spadina avenue. . 


acknowledge with grateful thanks the sum of 
$155 from the committee of the assembly lately 
held in the Academy of Music. 


bridge, has been in town for a fewdays, the 
guest of his aunt, Mrs. Bendelari of Wellesley 
place. 


dent, council and members of the Trinity 
College Literary Institute was held on Thurs- 
day evening and was a grand success. The 
halls, ordinarily so bare looking, were taste- 
fully decorated for the occasion, and here aad 
there seats had been placed for those who pre- 
ferred quietness to dancing in a very much 
crowded room. Try as the committee may it 
seems impossible to cut down the list of in- 

























































gown of cream India silk with trimmings of 
cream velvet. Among those present were: 
Mr. and Mrs. Gordon Mackenzie, Mr. J. K. 
Kerr, Mr. Cronyn, Mrs. Sweny, Mrs. T. C. Pat- 
teson, Mrs, O'Reilly, Col. and Miss Otter, 
Misses D'Arcy Boulton, Miss McInnis of Ham- 
ilton, Mrs, Meyrick Bankes, Mr. L. A. Tilley, 
Mr. Edin Heward, Mr. Gordon Jones, Mr. 
Kaule Jones and Miss Grace Boulton. 


Col. and Mrs. Grasett, 


Mrs. O'Reilly of Sumach street gives a 
luncheon party to-day. 


Mrs. Burns of College street welcomed a few 
friends to a delightful afternoon tea on Monday 
last. : 


Houston, Mr. 
Mr. and Mrs. 


e 
Mrs. Alexander of Peter street gave a 
pleasant At Home on Thursday afternoon. 
* 


Howard, Mr. 


Mrs. Creelman of St. Vincent street gave 
afternoon tea to a number of her friends on 
Friday. 


Mrs. McConnell gives an At Home on Tues- 
day, February 11, at her residence, Dundas 


street. 
* 


The managers and staff of the Bank of Com- 


The house-warming 


Miss Georgie Cooper of Port Hope is at 


The managers of the Infants’ Home desire to 


Prof. Bendelari of Harvard University, Cam- 


* 
The annual conversazione given by the presi- 


Ellis, Dr. and Mrs, Ellis, Mr. and Mrs. E. Fisher, 
Hon. CU. and Mrs, Fraser, Mr. J. Fraser, Mr. 
J. S. Farncomb, Mr. and Mrs. H. Ferguson, 
Mr. and Mrs, A. Ford, Major and Mrs, Foster, 
Mr. and Mrs. R. Gamble, Mr. and Mrs. 
Seaton Gordon, Miss Grier, Mr. and Mre. 
Lockhart Gordon, Dr. and Mrs. Grasett, 
Capt. Geddes, 
Mrs, and the Misses Gibson, Mr. J. Gibson, 
Mr. H. D. Gamble, Mr. and Mrs. Greet, the 
Misses Givens, Mr. and Mrs. Gouinlock, Capt. 
and Mrs. Forsyth Grant, Mr. and Mrs. 
T. H. Grahame, Rev. A. Hart, Mr. S. F. 
and Mrs. J. Henderson, 
Elmes Henderson, Chief 
Justice Hagarty, Mr., Mrs. and the Misses 
D. Howard, Rev. Scott 
Howard, Mr. J. Hopkins, Mr. and Mrs, Har- 
man, Rev. Mr. Harrison, Mrs. and Miss Harri- 
son, Mr., Mrs. and the Misses Hayne, Mr. and 
Mrs. Holmstead, Mrs. F. Howland, Miss How- 
land, Sir Wiliiam Howland, Mr. and Mrs. A. B. 
Hodgins, Mr. Hutchison, Mr. and Mrs. G, F. 
Harman, Mr. and Mrs. Hetden, Mrs. S. 
Heward, Mr. G. Heward, Mr. and Mrs, Hen- 
derson, Mr. and Mrs. W. Holland, Mrs. 
and the Misses Holland, Mrs. and Miss 
Hart, the Messrs. Hart, Mrs. Heather- 
ington, Capt. and Mrs. Hooper, Mr. and 
Mrs. Ince, Rev. C. and Mrs. Ingles, Mr. 
and Mrs. W. Ince, Mr. and Mrs. T. H. Ince, 
the Misses Ince, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Clarkson 
Jones, Mr. Beverly Jones, Rev. Septimus 
Jones, Mrs. and Miss Jones, Mr. Frank Jones, 
Mr. and Mrs. Sidney Ford Jones, Mr. Gordon 
Jones, Mr. George Jones, Dr. and Mrs. Jonston, 
Mr., Mrs. and the Misses Kemp, Rev. C. C, 
Kemp, Mr. and Mrs. D. Kemp. Mr. and Mrs, 
A. Kirkpatrick, Rev. C. B. and Mrs. Kenrick, 
Mr. and the Misses Kirkpatrick, Rev. J., Mrs. 
and Miss Langtry, Mr. W. Langton, Mr., Mrs, 
and Miss Langmuir, Mr. and Mrs. A. Langmuir, 
Rev. J. P. Lewis, Mrs. and Mrs. Frazer Lefroy, 
the Misses Lightburn, Major and Mrs. Leigh, 
Mr. R. Lockhart, Mr., Mrs. and the Misses 
Lennox, Dr. and Mrs. Lough, Capt. and Mrs. 
Law, Mr. and Mrs. E. Lightburne, Rev. J. E, 
and Mrs. Lewis, Dr. and Mrs. Lowe, Mr. Alex. 
Marling, the Misses Marling, Dr., Mrs. and 
Miss McConnell, Rev. D. and Mrs. Moore, the 
Misses and Messrs. Morson, Mr. and Mrs. 
D’Alton McCarthy, Miss Echel McCarthy, Mr. 
and Mrs. McMurry, Messrs. McMurry, Mr. and 
Mrs. McCaul, Mr., Mrs, and the Misses Moffatt, 
Mr. and Mrs, Hewson Murray, Miss Murray, 
Mr. A. H. Murray, Mr. and Mrs. H. K. Merritt, 
Mrs. and the Misses McKenzie, Dr. and Mrs. 
Moorehouse, Mrs. McKean, Dr. and Mrs. 
Machell, Dr. and Mrs. Macdonald, Dr. Mc- 
Donagh, Prof. and Mrs. McCurdy, Judge, Mrs. 
and the Misses Morgan, Mr. and Mrs. C. B. 
Murray, Mr. A. C. and the Misses Macdonell, 
Mr. H. Montizambert, Col., Mrs. and Miss 





vitations, so great is the popularity of this 
yearly event. The arrangements were excel- 
lent, and the musical part of the evening's 
programme was extremely enjoyable. Some of 
the late arrivals were unfortunate enough to 
be unable to secure seats, and I am sorry to 
say some of these were ladies, while young 
men—let us hope not students—sat close at 
hand apparently utterly indifferent to the fact. 
Toronto society was there in its broadest 
sense, and all seemed to enjoy themselves 
from the learned professors to the young girl 
having her first season's gaiety, and everyone 
expressed themselves as being highly pleased 
at the hospitable manner in which they were 
entertained by the students of this very 
popular university. 


The programme preceding the dancé was en- 
tirely musical. It was opened by an overture 
by the orchestra. Solos were given by Mrs. 
Murray Dickson, Mrs. Shelton and Mr, H, 
Blight.. The College Glee Club sang a part 
song very acceptably. 


The following is the guest list: Mr. and Mrs, 


Milligan, Mr. Kenneth and Miss Moffatt, Mr. J. 


W. McCullough, the Misses McLean, Mr. J. W. 


MeMichael, Mr. and Mrs. Edward Martin, Mr. 
K. and Miss Martin, Mr. D. R. C. Martin, Mr, 
and Mrs. Albert Nordheimer, Mr. and Mrs. 
Nordheimer, Dr. Nattress, Mrs. Neville, Lord 
Bishop of Niagara, Mrs. and the Misses Hamil- 
ton. Mr. and Mrs. Nesbitt, Judge and Mrs, Osler, 
the Misses Osler, Col., Mrs. and Miss Otter, Mr. 
and Mrs. H. and Miss O’Brien, Mr. and Mrs. 
O'Connor, Mr. and Mrs. Lucius O’Brien, Rev. 
Mr. and Miss Patterson, Judge, Mrs, and 
Miss Patterson, Mr. J. Patterson, Mr, 
Leigh Pemberton, Mr. and Mrs. Phillips, 
Mr., Mrs. and Miss Parsons, Messrs. Parsons, 
Mr. L. Payne, Mr. and the Misses Parsons, Mr. 
and Mrs. H. Patterson, Mr. and Miss Patriarche, 
Miss Patteson and St. Hilda's young ladies, 
Mrs. Prince, Mr. George Powell, Dr. Pepler, 
Mr. and Mrs. Chris. Robinson, Hon. J. Beverley, 
Mrs, and Miss Robinson, Mr. Walter Read, Dr., 
Mrs. and Miss Richardson, Hon. G. W., Mrs. 
and the Misses Ross, Mr., Mrs. and the Misses 
Rutherford, Mr, and Mrs. Liwellyn Robertson, 
Mr, George Ritchie, Rev. J. C. Roper, Dr. and 


opposed the National Policy movement. In 
1887 he was appointed a senator. Mr. 
Macdonald took an active interest in questions 
affecting Canadian commerce and was the 
author of a number of original and powerful 
pamphlets on this subject. He was an ardent 
supporter of public education and a prominent 
and acting member of the Methodist Church. 
He contributed a great deal to magazines and 
newspapers on commercial subjects and 
records of his travels. The magnificent dona- 
tion of $40,000 to the new Toronto University 
General Hospital was the crowning act of 
many similar philanthropic acts. Senator 
Macdonald was twice married, first to Eliza, 
daughter of Alexander Hamilton, next to 
Anne Elizabeth, daughter of Samuel Alcorn. 
* 




































































































































WHEATON & CO. 


17 King St. West, cor. Jordan 


REOOGNIZED STANDARD BRANDS 


CIGARS 


MUNGO - - - _— 6c. 
CAB iw = = ” " 6c. 
EL PADRE - - 10c. 


AND 


MADRE E HIJO 10 & I6c. 


THE BEST VALUE. 
THE SAFEST SMOKE. 
THE MOST RELIABLE. 


The Purest of the Pure 


NO CHEMICALS. 
NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORING. 
THE BEST VALUE. 
MESS MORRISON 


41 KING STREET WrEe?T 
Is now showing a choice assortment of 


American Veilings 


Special prices in Dress Goods during stock taking. Also 
attention 18 called to 


EMBROIDERED DRESSES 
In all the Newest Shades, new Russian Nets, eto. 


MISSES E..& H. JOHNSTON 


122 KING STREET WEST, 
OPPOSITE THE ROSSIN HOUSE, 


Mise Johnston has returned from Paris, London and New 
York with a full line of 


Novelty Dress Goods and Trimmings 


DISPLAY OF 


PATTERN HATS AND BONNETS 
These goods are now being opened. 
THE FINEST DIAMUND 
RING 


Ever offered in the Dominion for $20. 
Sent by registered post to any address 
in Canada on receipt of price and size ; 
which includes a handsome box. Ad- 
dress J. FRED WOLTZ, Diamond 
Broker, 41 Colborne street, Toronto, 


HAREM 


CIGARETTES 


YILDIZ 


CIGARETTES 
The Finest Turkish Cigarettes 


TRY THEM 


Another of our old residents who knew To- 
ronto when she was a village, and who 
watched her grow up through the years to her 
present proud eminence, has this week been cut 
off at the ripe old age of eighty-six. This was 
Mr, John G. Howard, the ranger of High Park. 
Mr. Howard was born in England, a short dis- 
tance north of London, 1803. After an unsuc- 
cessful attempt to become a sailor, he entered 
an architect and surveyor’s office in London, 
where he learned the business. He came to 
Canada with his wife in 1832. He was en- 
gaged as teacher of architecture at Upper 
Canada College, and erected a number of 
the first prominent buildings in this city. 
The number of public works involving survey- 
ing and architecture with which Mr. Howard 
was connected in this and other Canadian cities 
are much too numerous to mention here. By 
his death High Park may be said to become the 
property of the city. For this action alone he 
deserves the undying gratitude of Toronto, and 
it will be long ere the multitudes who escape 
from the confinements of brick and mortar to 
breath the fresh breezes of Ontario on the 
heights of High Park shall cease to pay their 
tribute of gratitude to the unostentatiously 
generous subject of this sketch. 

we 


At a meeting of the principal and masters of 
Upper Canada College, held February 5, 1890, 
the following resolution, proposed by Mr. Wedd 
and seconded by Mr, Martland, was unanimously 
adopied : 

The principal and masters of Upper Canada 
College desire to pay a prompt tribute to the 
memory of the late John G, Howard, 
formerly a master in the institution. Early in 
the spring of 1833, shortly after his arrival in 
this city, Mr. Howard was appointed by His 
Excellency Sir John Colborne, the found: r of 
the college, to be geometrical drawing master 
and instructor in perspective planning and 
surveying. For very many years afterwards 
the distinguished architect was also a 
most successful teacher of the above sub- 

ects; and his genial and kindly disposition, 

is painstaking and conscientious discharge of 
his duties in the college, gained for him the 
affectionate respect of every one of the lon 

roll of pupils who had the privilege of attend- 
ing his classes. The munificent donor of High 
Park to the city of his adoption proved like- 
wise most generous to an institution which he 
also dearly loved, which he had so faithfully 
served during so many long years, and whose 
successive principals and masters ever held him 
in the highest estimetion. His gifts to the 
college consisted of several valuable volumes. 
a fine oil painting of himself and lately of ali 
his mathematical and surveying instruments, 
Under these circumstances the principal and 
masters have felt it incumbent on them to 
take their part in the universal ee of 
poaned which his recent demise called 
or 


* 

On Wednesday morning, at St. Patrick's 
Church, Hamilton, took place the marriage of 
Mr. John A. Harkins, of the business depart- 
ment of SaturpDAy Nien, and Miss Lizzie 
Murphy of Hamilton, The ceremony was per- 
formed hy Rev. Father Craven. Mr. and Mrs. 
Harkins left for a short tour across the border, 


The O. K. Combination held their second At 
Home in Victoria Hall last evening. 


I see that Dr, Wild is about to set out ona 
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Church Talks. 


In spite of the monotonous drizzle and the 
uncomfortable damp chill. which haunted the 
atmosphere, a goodly number gathered in 
Knox Church on a recent Sunday evening. 

The interior is not attractive. It is too stiff. 
too dark, too plain. It made me think of 
Puritans with broad brimmed hats and sad 
colored cloaks. 

The ushers move around noiselessly, with 
gravely set faces and much true dignity of 
manner. The utmost decorum prevails, and 
the solemn hush which makes itself felt before 
the beginning of the service, prepares one’s 
mind for the contemplation of sacred things. 
A smile or a lightly-spoken sentence in Knox 
Church would seem to me as incongruous as a 
jest at a funeral. ; 

Knox Church has no choir. It seems to 
me a-pity. For, much as I dislike a simpering 
row of girls with graceless voices—and we 
sometimes see and hear them—I yet believe that 
a well chosen choir, under an efficient leader, is 


Boudoir Gossip. 


There was quite a fashionable audience at 
the Vocal Society’s concert on Thursday of lust 
week. It is so nice to be a woman and for that 
reason to be able to make remarks about 
things cne sees, Men look around as much— 
even more; but the dear creatures somehow 
consider it fathoms below their dignity to 
acknowledge remembering how any particular 
girl was dressed at any particular time. What 
a pretty picture the members made, to be sure | 
The light gowns, the carefully dressed hair, 
the bewitching expressions of mingled eager- 
ness and perplexity charmed one’s eyes at the 
first glimpse, and invited a second and indeed 
many more. 

At least two people in the audience agreed 
that a pretty dark-haired girl dressed in black 
and white had the most p'easing face. She 
looked very dignified, and, with a regretful, 
half-envious sigh, I must admit that I do 
admire a dignified woman. There was 
a pretty little creature in pink, with a 
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* Just as if I was wading in an easy, foamy 
July surf at Long Branch,” was the reply. 

“Well, that de-cribes the sensation caused 
to one’s knees by the clinging yet yielding, 
softly Japping, and gently undulous masses of 
dainty dimity. I am going to waltz in a 
divided skirt to-night for the firat time, and if 
L don’t imagine that I'm an angel wallowing in 
# cloud, then I shall be disappointed. ’ 


W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Are now showing the Finest Stock of FIRST-CLASS DRY GOODS ever shown retail im 
the Dominion. Although our Sales for October were the largest we have ever had, 
still our stock is too large, and with a view of largely reducing the same, 


WONDERFUL BARGAINS 


will be offered all THIS MONTH in Every Department. Every Lady in Town or 
Country will not only get the finest stock in the Dominion to choose from, but they 
will save money by doing their FALL AND WINTER SHOPPING at 


W. A. MURRAY & CO’S 


17, 19, 21, 23, 25 and 27 KING STREET EAST, and 12 COLBORNE STREET, TORONTO 


, FEBRUARY, 1890 








The Erie Railway Flyer to New York. 

Leaving Toronto at 2.50 p.m., is the best train 
to New York, arriving at 820 a.m, Through 
parlor and sleeping car line, 





Not Good Poetry, but Facts. 


Buy it; tryit. [ry it; buy it. Best in the 
world, and nothing comes nigh it. Nonsuch 
Stove Polish makes no dust. Ditto—ditto— 
ditto—covers the rust. Easily apolied. An un 
equalied shine. And use Mirror Varnish 
whenever you climb up on a step ladder to var- 
nish your stove pipes, 








A GUARANTEE CURE 


















square cut gown and yards and yards of filmy 
Then, of course, every one admired the 
crimson velvet redingote over a skirt of crim- 
son bordered gauze in a pretty cream shade, 
and many evinced a thorough admiration for 
the canary gown with the becoming Medici 


lace. 


cvllar and graceful throat garniture, 


As is usual on all such occasions, there were 
those present who did not recognize the fitness 
of things. The result is that a brown and 
white mottled wing and a startling array of 
ribbon loops come before my closed eyes upon 
invitation even now. I mean that there were 
a few large much-bedecked hats in an audi- 
ence which, for the most part, was gracious 
enough to discard head-covering. Though I 
must say that if people will wear aigrettes six 
inches high as hair ornaments, they might as 
well for the comfort of those behind don the 


regulation vision-obstructor, 


‘‘Canadians do not walk enough,” said Mrs, 
The remark was made in the asser- 
tive way which is characteristic of ,the bril- 
liant actress. It was accompanied, moreover, 
with a mischievous inflection and a comical 
little glance towards me. Mrs. Kendal evi- 
dently wondered how I would receive this 
sweeping criticism of my country-women. I 
quite agree with her. Canadians, as a rule, do 
But then all do not belong 


Kendal. 


too little walking. 
to the inactive, tired-after-I ve-gone-a-block 
sisterhood. Some Canadians are good walkers. 
Not long since a young girl who believes in 


exercise walked eleven miles, the distance 
from one town toanother. At the end ot three 
hours she entered her friend’s house with a 


triumphant announcement of her arrival, and 
an accompanying clink of the icicles which had 
attached themselves to her gown. 
n 

Last week I helieve I aired a cherished senti- 
ment—a regard for everlasting youth. In plain 
words I do not care for birthdays. A grippe 
convalescent, who had ‘‘ nothing else to read, I 
assure you,” wandered into Boudoir Gossip, and 
my innocent and heartfelt words provoked this 
remark from him, ‘should think she’d got used 
to getting old now.” It isn’t very funny, but 
every one is expected to laugh. 

a2 

Fashion has, perhaps, never before sanctioned 
the wearing of such very fancy shoes as find 
popular favor at present. Greek sandals in 
Russia leather, or suede, are laced across the 
instep with fancy cord. Open work in lace 
patterns of black kid is set upon white or 
colored foundations, and obtain for dressy 
wear with black lace gowns. Tan shoes are 
embroidered in self-colored silk. To wear with 
a white satin dress decorated with bullion, the 
white kid slippers are embellished with em- 
broidery to imitate the gold passementerie. 
All low shoes and slippers are lined and bound 
with silk of the same shade, while the toe 
adornments vary from the neatest triangle of 
jetted embroidery to hideous buckles the size 


of one’s hand, . 


Book covers are fashionable. Book covers 
are dainty. And so the fancy-work girl busies 
herself with covering the covers of her favorite 
books. Magazines are hidden away in chamois 
or velvet cases profusely embroidered in 
crewels, Poetry, tradition and romance rest 
in rich brocades. The classics are clothed in 
levantine leather, with clasps and corners of 
bronze. Philosophy and science repose beneath 
Gray stuffs plainly lettered in black, and travels 
are gowned in crimson and gold. In all this 
bewildering array of beautiful volumes, a per- 
son accustomed to his own particular books 
bound in well-known style, would scarcely find 
the one desired, except at the end of the row or 
the bottom of the pile. 

” 


Just now when every one selects a perfume, 
and lives up to the selection, the dainty belong- 
ings all emit the same odor. “It is,” says a 
fashion writer, “ bad taste to mix the perfume 
of the violet with the odor of the rose.” ‘Do 
not forget,” said another dispenser of fashions, 
“to have a sachet of your favorite powder in 
your fan box.” Then when you wave your fan, 
48 you may do now, that corsage bouquets are 
little worn, your espeeial corner will be filled 
with subtle, dainty and pleasing fragrance, 


aa 

Fanny Davenport has an idea of the colors a 
blonde should wear, and gowns herself accord- 
ingly. It is her opinion that fair women should 
Wear warm red shades, ‘‘ Red,” she asserts, 
‘makes the complexion more delicate, deepens 
the color of the eyes, and brings out every glint 
of gold in one’s hair.” 

Brunettes, by reason of their depth of coloring 
may, she thinks, wear the delicate shades, but 
the pale, fair sisterhood must affect richness 
and warmth of tone, 


ae 

Apropos of the rainy weather, it may be in- 
teresting to learn that some ingenious, woman 
has invented a mode of carrying an umbrella 
With gafety, A chain is worn about the’ waist, 
and hanging from it a la chatelaine,-is « small 
nickel sheath which encloses tbe handle. You 
thus carry an umbrella in perfect safety and 
comparative comfort, For my part, I shall not 
use the new device, It must be very suggestive 
of clanking swords. Moreover, if women con- 
tinue to suspend their belongings about their 
waists, one will be able to estimate their per- 
sonal belongings at a glance. CLip CAREW, 




















an incalculable benefit to a church, 


singing in fair time. 
love music, 


more actual benefit, 


line of powerful deep-reaching music. 


of the people. 


rather too suggestive and a little ridiculous, 


the people with little or no effect. 


There is contagious happiness in the Rev. 
Doctor's face that gladdens one; and an assur- 
ing tenderness in his voice that sends home his 


precepts with a gentle but sure aim. 


A restless movement of his head, an uneasy 
fingering of his glasses, and an oft-repeated 
emphatic arm-gesture are his chief tricks of 


movement, His enunciation is a little indis- 
tinct, his accent not altogether pleasing, and 
yet the great soul of the man drew eager atten- 
tion to his earnest talk on the “little leaven 
which leaveneth the whole lump.” 

The leaven of to-day is hatred, hypocrisy and 


unbelief, and it does much harm, growing, as 
it does, from a small, unnoticed thotigtit toa 


weighty fault. 

The earnest appeal for whole-heartedness; 
the advice regarding the casting aside of con: 
taminating influences were made and given in 
turn, Those in the center seats, who partook 
of the sacrament, must have made searching 
examinations of the dark corners and parti- 
tioned places of their hearts, ere they could, 
after the plain pulpit-talk, lift the wine filled 
cup to their lips. ETELKA, 





Trinity Talk. 





Rev. H. O. Tremayne of Mimico was a visitor 
at college last week. Mr. Tremayne has just 
recovered from a severe attack of typhoid 
fever and his many friends are glad to see him 
about again. 


* 

Rev. Prof. Boys who has been ill for some 
little time was moved to the hospital in the 
early part of the week. During the last few 
days there has been a slight improvement in 
his condition. Prof. Dulop and Mr. Broughall 
are dividing the lectures which Mr. Boys took 


when at college. 
* 


The popularity of Prof. Clark as a lecturer 
was completely attested by the large audience 
present on Saturday last when he lectured on 
William the Silent, Prince of Orange. Trinity’s 
large Convocation Hall was full to the doors, 
the majority of those present being ladies: 
Prof, Clark pointed out in a thorough and 
masterly manner the many good points of 
William’s character, how directly it opposed 
that of Philip of Spain and how nearly it 
approached that of the great American, George 
Washington. At theconclusion of the lecture 
a vote of thanks was moved by Mr. S. G. Wood. 
This afternvon at 4.30, Prof. Capon of Queen’s 
will lecture on Robert Browning. CaEcus, 





Magazines. 


Mrs. Deland’s serial, Sidney, is a great attrac- 
tion in the February Aflantic. Dr. Holmes 
contributes the third of his papers, Over The 
Teacups, and describes the people at his tea- 
table, and tells :he curious dream which Num- 
ber Five relates to her companions. The Behr- 
ing Sea Question is discussed by Charles B. 
Eliiott ; and Mr. K. Kaneko, the head of the 
Japanese commission which has been visiting 
various countries to compare their legislative 
assemblies, in order to establish a Japanese 

liament, has a paper on An Outline of the 
Soe nese Constitution. The article which 
wiil arouse the most discussion is by General 
Francis Walker. about Mr. Bellamy and the 
new Nationalist Party. Mr. John T, Morse’s re- 
view of Davis’ Recollections of Mississippi, un- 
der the apt title of One of the Unreconstructed, 
is sure toexcite a laugh. Betweén Two Worlds 
is an unsigned article on the Moselle and its as- 
sociations, but an acute guess would hit upon 
Harriet Waters Preston as its author. A re- 
view of Mr. Lowell on Izaak Walton, a notice 
of Browning, and ms by Mr. Wi 
and others, close the magazine as befits the 
high standard which it sets itself. 





How They Feel. 


One of the brides of last week in New York 
achieved eccentricity by having her trousseau 
containing a supply of divided skirts—those 
amal ations of ordinary skirts and obsolete 
pan ettes that were tirst introduced by the 
‘skirt dancers” of the London burlesque com- 

ies. Won't that bridegroom be puzzled 
fount, to tell whether his wife is in or out of 
he prevailing style as to skirts? The drapers’ 
shops now keep divided skirts on sale. We 
rather skittish as yet about going near the 
things, and it is comical to see the 
shy shopper pass and repass them, with averted 
et convert eyes, having an irresistible desire 
examine the tw skirts closely. The 
strange articles are very elaborately con- 
atracted, with the finest of muslin in their 
trousers-like formation, and then embellished 
profusely with lace and yaseeny: 

** How do you feel?” I asked of a girl who 
had brought home and put on a set of the 
divided skirts. 


It lends a 
charm to the service by its anthem and assists 
very materially in keeping the congre.ational 
I like simplicity, but I 
Less sermon and more good music 
—both choir and congregational, and I think 
the soul is lifted to a higher plare and receives 
One is certainly. more 
strongly equipped for worldly cuties if in the 
mind there be a lingering strain or a broken 











The pulpit is a marve!lously constructed box, 
which holds the minister far above the heads 
It is not well-designed, and its 
disproportionate height strikes one as odd, 


The genial Doctor Parsons did seem to bridge 
the space and reached down to his people’s 
hearts, but a stiff-necked Presbyterian might 
have doubled the distance, and talked down to 


When your children commence to complain of being sick 


cheer them up with 


TOYS AND GAMES 


FROM 


ROSENBAUM’S BAZAAR 


onsen Mime 


LOVELY SHADES IN 


The most charming material for evening wear 
introduced of late years. 


NEW SHADES IN 


212 YONGE STREET 


INFLUENZA 


PURE PALATABLE 
EMULSION OF 


COD LIVER OIL! 


WITH 


. Hypophosphites 


#asily taken by invalids ard children, and readily assimi- 
Jatea by the weakest stomach. 


* Highly recommend+d by the Medical Faculty as an effi- 


cient remedy in p Imonary effections. 


Price 75c. 
BINGHAM’S PHARMACY 


100 Yonge Street 


A. E. FAWCETT 
, Successor to C. Sheppard 


CHEM ST AND DRUGGIST 
67 King Street West 


Physicians prescriptions and family recipes accurately 
m pounded. Telephone No. 73. 


J. A. McARTHUR 


CHEMIST AND DRUGGIST 
Successor to C. P. Pickering 
230 Yonge Street, opp. Shuter St. 
(R. A. Wood's Old Stand) 
A LARGE ASSORTMENT OF 
English, French and American 
Perfumes 





Hair, Tooth, Nail and Cloth Brushes 


ALWAYS ON HAND 
Telephone 479 
TICKETS 


Night Rell 


WINTER 
‘ TOURS 


NASSAU, HAVANA, 
FLORIDA, 
NEW ORLEANS 


nen nenre: 
ZA yi BARLOW CUM®ERLAND 


a 72 Yonge St., Torvato 


UEBEC STEAMSHIP CUMPANY., 











BERMUDA tinty heass tress Now Poste 
BARBADOES 


TRINIDAD AND WEST INDIES 
Fortnightly. A. AHERN, Sec. Quebec S.S.Co., Quebec. 
BARLOW CUMBER: AND, 72 Yonge S8t., Toronto 


NORTH GERMAN LLOYD 


Fast route to London and Continent. Express steamers 
twice a week from New York to Southampton (London, 


8. 8. De ccncdedeeseticnene Saturday, Feb. 1 
B. GB. TRAVE ...ccccccccece Wednesday, Feb 5 
8 &. PULDA.........0es cece Saturday, Feb. 8 
Clyde built steamers. Palatial equipment. OELRICHS 
& CO., 2 Bowling Green, New York. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge St., Toronto 


CHOICE IMPORTED 
Wines, Liquors, &c. 


Rare old Islay and Cambeton Scotch Whisky, 8 years’ old. 
Rare old Dunville and Jamieron's Irish Wh sky, 7 years’ 
old. Full ine of Wines—Champseres, Ports. Sherries, 
Bordeaux, Taragona. Full line of Ging -De Krupper’s, 
8 hredammer, Geneva and Old Tom. Full Line of - 
cies, Liquers, Kum, Mineral Waters, Bass’ Ale, Guinness’ 


Porter. 
Orders by mail promptly attended to. 


W. E. SHAVER 


Telephone 1856. % Louisa St: eet 


—— 


EVERY HOUSt HOLDE 


SHOULD USE 


EDWARDS’ DESICCATED SOUP 


most nutritious food obtainable, ite 
and a half times that of 











eoate value as a food being 
equal weight of beef. 
GRAVINA 
(Edwards’ Gravy Powder) 
Easily soluble, quickly cooked, less than five minutes 
being suffi ‘ient to produce an excellent gravy. 
Cook book gratis post free. 


FRED’K KING & €O, Ltd... Sele Manufacturers, 
Belfast and London, and 
80 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal 








169 King St. East---at the Market 





NEW BENGALINE SILKS 


Elegant Robes of Same Material 


WOOLEN CREPE, VIRoINIA & HENRIETTAS 


° 
= 
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DORENWEND'S 


Hair Dressing Rooms 


Is where the ladies of Toronto go to have 
their hair attended to. 


Cutting, Shampooing, 
Singing, Dressing, &c. 
Ladies attended to at their residences. 


Hair Dressing for Parties, Balls, Enter- 
tainments, Etc. Appointme:ts can be 


made by telcphone. Dorenwend also 
carries the largest stock of Hair Goods in 
Canada. 


| Ladies’ Frontpieces, Bangs, Wigs, 
Switches, Etc. 
| Gents’ Toupees, Wigs, Etc. 
aM" A. DORENWEND 
Paris Hair Works, 103-and 105 Yonge Street 


TELEPHONE 1551. 





LATEST SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY—MODENE! 
Easiest, quickest and safest remedy 
for removing Supsrrivovs Hair and 
ss destroying the growth. 
very bottle legally guaranteed by the 
Mopens M'F6 Co. Price, per bottle, 
$1.60 and $2.50. For sale at Are 
mend’s Hair Store, 407 Yonge St, 
Toronto, Ont. Ladies’ Hair Dress- 
ing—For Balls, Soirees, Theater, Con- 
certs, Photographs, etc. Coiffures, 
t#  Poudree and Fantaisie, etc. Ladies’ 
te Hair Cutting, Singeing and Shampoo- 
#,.°> ing. Real Tortoiseshell. Steel and 
Amber Combs and Pins. Hair Goods 
—Lateet styles of Pompadour Front- 
pieces and Waves and Bangs ready made or made to order 
on shortest notice. Every piece of hair goods is our own 
make, of best quality and finish. Mair Dyes and Dyed 
in every color and shade. Price, per bottle, $3. Exe 
tract of Walnuts—-The perfection of all Hair Dyes for 
dyeing White, Gray, Red, Faded cr Bleached Hair from a 
light Blonde to a deep Brown. Price, per bottle, #1 50. 
Perfuwes. all Recamier Preparations, Veloutine Powders, 
Rouges, Eau de Toilette, Eau de Cologne, etc. Armand’s 
air Store, 407 Yonge St, 4673, Toronto, Ont. 
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During this month we are having a 
SPECIAL €ALE. What does this mean 
for YOU? 


RARE BARGAINS 


In Seal Mantles and Jackets 

In Persian Lamb Mantles and Coats 

In Astracan Mantles and Fur-Lined Circulars 
" In Shoulder Capes of Seal, Beaver or Mink 
) In Fine, Long Fur Boas in Bearskin, Lynx, &e. 


It is your chance to secure 








The finest and most complete stock in 


all Canada to select from. 





1 JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 





TRY OUR NEW PATENT 





This is the most perfect-fitting and 
comfortable corset in the market. 


Crompton Corset Coy 


Sole Manufacturers for the Dominion 
BUSINESS EDTC<TION 


Poems... 


a4 2k 2 


\\ SPECIAL MASTEP 1M EACH DEPARTNENT/J 





HANDSOME PROSPECTUS SOF 42 
large pages mailed by 
Sending Name and Address 
ress— J. M. CROWLY, Manager, 
Cor. Yonge and Shuter Streets, Toronto, Canada. 


“HE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 


CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 
For Manufacturing New Designs in 


Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 
77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 














PERFECT IN 


STYLE 
TONE 


AND 


TOUCH 


= $000 


BUYSIT 


ON EASY 
TERMS 


AT 


MASON & RISCH'S “STUDIO” 


$2 King St. West, 653 Queen St. West, Toronto. 































































































































































































HIS STORY. 
GRANTHAM MANor, June 20, 18—. 


To-morrow I will speak to her. It should 
have been to-night; but fate—a two fold fate 
in the persons of Aunt Harriet and Cecil 
Gresley—was against me. How interminable 
old Sir George’s hunting stories pepe: told 
between slow appreciative sips of * port, while 
I sat trying to fix my attention upon them, and 
longing all the while to know what those two 
could find to talk about so earnestly, pacing 
round and round the lawn, her white dress 
brushing over the dewy grass, and Gresley’s 
cigar glowing like a red moving star in the 
dusky summer twilight! Just as Sir George 
arrived at the end of that wonderful account of 
how Whitepatch landed him in a Lincolnshire 
bog, and I, dreading the commencement of 
another such reminiscence, pushed back m 
chair and stepped out through the open Frenc 
window on to the terrace that stretches along 
the whole front of Grantham Manor, Aunt 
Harriet’s voice, distinct and shrill, called out 
twice from the brightly-lighted drawing room 
casement: . 

* Freda, Freda, my dear child, don’t stay out 
in the damp! ore Gresley, please bring her 
in! There is such a heavy dew, and coffee has 
been waiting for some time!” 

After this, there was nothing left for me but 
to pace slowly backwards and forwards alone 
ov the terrace in the gray twilight smoking a 
cigar, the odor of which seemed to blend not 
inharmoniously with the scent of early roses. 

Now and then snatches of song and light 
laughter reached me from the open drawing- 
room windows. Lingering a moment, I caught 
a glimpse of Freda—a slim girlish figure—re- 
clining in a fantastic bamboo-chair, her head 
with its coils of soft fair hair leaning negli- 
gently against the silk drapery that adorned 
the chair-top, a tea-cup in her hand, a bowl of 
many-colored roses on a little spindle-legged 
ta>le at her side. 

Gresley stood near. He had purloined a red 
rose as large as a peony from the centre of the 
bowl, and was fastening it with perfect gravity 
into his button-hole. I could not help wonder- 
ing if many men felt as I did on the eve of ask- 
ing a woman to share life with them. 

So much depends on age and temperament, 
while not a little has to do with early associa- 
tions and surroundings. For instance, a man 
like Gresley, with half a dozen sisters, married 
and single, of various ages, must-have a 
knowledge of women, an insight into and ex- 
perience of their ways that are utterly denied 
to a solitary individual like myself, whose only 
home is his club, who spends the best part of 
his time at the foreign office and in the inces- 
sant railway traveling, diplomatic interview- 
ing, and rushing backwards and forwards 
with despatches from England first to one for- 
eign capital and then to another that consti- 
tutes the daily life and duties of a Queen’s 
messenger. ‘ 

If Freda comes 49 me, those wearisome jour- 
neys must cease, There will be a snug berth 
or two vacant before long where I can build a 
pretty enough nest for my little bird. . 

They offered me the post of attache to the 
Embassy at Vienna the other day—I think I | 
see Freda muffled up to her blue eyes in furs 
driving in the Prater! Foley would get mea 

ost at the British Embassy in Rome. Fancy 
Prete flitting about one of the old-world 

ces to be had there for a mere song, herself 
and the fresh violets I should bring her every 
morning the only signs of youth and life amon 
the moth-eaten tapestries, the tarnished gild- 
ings, the faded paintings on the ceilings! 
Rome would not be a bad place for the win- 
ter; and in summer we might go off to Swit- 
zerland and play at mountain-life for a month 
or two in a chalet I know of, brown and 
many gabled, with carved balconies and 
gingerbread galleries, like a child’s toy just 
overhanging the Lake of Thun, perched 
upon a grassy knoll, with a cluster of tall dark 
pine trees behind it. Dreams—dreams! I 
wonder who gives plain, cold, self-contained 
John Evelyn credit for so lively an imagina- 
tion? 

“Mr. Evelyn! That solemn prig! For 
heavens sake, my dear Carrie, don’t send me 
in to dinner with him! I am sure he never 
looked at a woman or enjoyed a joke in his 
life! Queen’s messenger indeed! I always 
fancied they were so delightfully wicked and 
mysterious; but he——” 

uch was the unflattering comment that I 
overheard not many months since from the 
lips of a lively little married woman who was 
staying in the same house as myself, and who 
was delivering her sentiments on people and 
things in general pretty freely to half a dozen 
kindred spirits assembled in our hostess’ 
sanctum for afternoon tea. 

My vanity di@ not suffer in the least from 
this hostile criticism. "With the general run of 
women I! have nothing in common. The bad | 
imitation of Americanisms and the blatant | 
independence fashionable amcngst the wives | 
and daughters of this generation by no means | 





commend the nselves to my taste. 

Iam not old or even elderly at thirty-four ; | 
yet I seem to have been born a century too late | 
so far as my ideas as to what a woman should 
be are concerned. 

But Freda altogether satisfies me. Her one 
season in town and her one round of visits at 
smart country houses have not spoilt her— 
have not tainted her freshness and purity in 
the least. As Isaw her at her first ball at a 
grand London house, natural, modest, inno- 
cent, reminding one of all that was pure, 
gentle, and good, sosheis now. Sir John will 
not refuse her to me—of that I feel sure. He 
and my dead father were friends; he has 
known something of me from boyhvod. Simple 
country squire as he is, he has no high ambi- 


tions for his motherless daughter; he would | aunt Harriet’s illness an 

| ranged ex 

to her future happiness. If only she is willing! | August. ils 

in town at his club — after he had started 
e 


consent to anything that he thought conducive 


Sometimes I have fancied that there has 


been a slight consciousness, a shade of shyness, | for Loueche; h 




















IN FADED INK 


LEAVES FROM TWO OLD DIARIES. 


avenue! Now the animal pauses under my 
window, which, looks to* the front, while its 
rider, a country boy, hitches the bridle on toa 
bush laden with pale dew-drenched roses and 
peers about in the gray starlit obscurity for the 
front-door bell. I must speak to him; there is 
no need to knock ur the house. ' 


As I thought! Perish the Russians, the 
Czar, the Foreign Office, the Ministers, and all 
the diplomatic hotch-potch, say I! The earliest 
dawn to-morrow must find me on my road to 
town; by to-morrow night I shall have ex- 
changed the roses and nightingales of Gran- 
tham for the stuffy night-express from London 
to Dover en route for St.‘Petersburg—and that 
with the dearest wish of my heart untold, with 
the words that might make Freda mine un- 
spoken ! 

I must write; there is no help for it! A 
thousand changes and chances may befall be- 
fore we meet again; I dare not risk delay. 
Such a letter should be short and to the point 
—a few words breathing truth and earnestness, 
How paltry one’s thoughts appear when set 
down in writing? Yet, if she cares for me as I 
care for her, how she will treasure this one 
frail sheet of white paper! 

It is written, fastened down, and directed. 
How shall I send it to her? Her own maid is 
not likely to be astir when I start, and I do not 
like to leave it upon the hall table, where ail 
the letters for the household are usually laid 
out. 

I might 
so soon. Stay—I have it! 
drives me to the station in the morning can 
deliver the letter on his return. After all, I 


am but a coward. I have told her not to 

answer me unless she can so do favorably. It 

seems actually as though I were afraid to face 

her refusal in black and white—of reading 

hungrily word after word, and then finding 

that, however kindly and gentl ee : 
ow 


it meant nothing but “ No.” 


have taken the complaint to be sure! This 
comes of never having entertained the slightest 
fancy for a woman before. Well, I shall under- 
stand her silence. I have given her a week to 


think over the matter in case of having taken 


her by surprise. People sometimes refuse a 
request on the spur of the moment which on 


consideration they feel disposed to grant. 

If I hear —s from her by this day week, 
I shall know that it is impossible—that I must 
be a lonely man for the remainder of my life. 

I shall cease writing my diary here. If I can 
reopen it to record my success—the winning of 
the only prize in this world’s lottery which I 
care to obtain—well and ; if not, the rest 


of this little book will remain a blank. Who 


cares to make note of a failure? 





HER STORY. 
Hore. BRIGHTON, January 12, 18—. 


I have been married a week. Eight days 
since I stood in my own room at Grantham in 
my bridal dress, with the vows I had spoken as 
Cecil Gresley’s wife still ringing in my ears, and 
John’ Evelyn’s letter just delivered into my 
hands. Too late! No one knows it. 

No one will ever know it. I shall never dare 
to look back—to think of what might have been 
if I had only been patient, if I had waited a 
little longer, and not allowed myself to be per- 
suaded against my will. Surely there can be 
no harm in noting down what happened in my 
diary—what a terrible blow fell upon me on my 
wedding morning ! 

It was when we had returned from church 
and I was alone upstairs for a few minutes 
that the note I ought to have received six 
months before was brought to me. My maid 
Sophy knocked at my door with it and came in 
smiling, with a great white satin favor pinned 
on the breast of her smart new crimson gown. 

“Tf you please, miss—I mean, ma’am,” she 
said—*‘I am sorry to disturb you, but Fielding 
wouldn’t let me res®* till I'd brought you this! 
He doesn’t know how he came to be so careless 
as to forget it ; but he won’t tell no lies about 
it, he says. It must have been in his coat 

ket—slipped in between the cloth and the 
ining through some stitches being unsewn— 
ever since he drove a gentleman to the station 
from here very early one morning last summer 
—Mr. Evelyn, he chinks it was. Fielding 
hasn’t but just found the letter, miss—ma’am 
—and he begs me to say, with his duty, that he 
does hope it isn’t of any consequence.” 

I do not know what I said as I took the en- 
velope out of the woman’s hands; my heart 
seemed to stand still all at once, and the scent 
of the real oe blossoms in my hair half 
stifled me ; for I knew what she had brought 
me—that a terrible irreparable mistake had 
ruined my life forever. 

When Sophy had left the room, I locked the 
door and opened my letter. There were only a 
few lines in it ; yet they meant more from him 
than a hundred pages from any one else! 

I scarcely know how I felt as I read them; 
but I do believe that joy predominated over 
grief and anguish at last—joy to find that I 
had not been mistaken in John Evelyn after all, 
that I had been something to him, that I 
might have been everything if only his letter 
had been given to me at the proper time in- 


stead of when it was too late. What he must 
have Sa of meas the days passed on and 


he received no reply! True, he begged me not 


to answer him unless I could do so favorably— 
unless I could offer him ‘‘a ray of hope,” But 
what woman worthy of the name would have 
left such an appeal unnoticed, much less my- 
self, who had Eevee so over his sudden de- 
parture, who 

the house, and felt that with him 
life worth having had gone too? 


ad missed his quiet presence in 
that made 


Everything seems to have conspired together 


fatally co give him a vee impression of me— 


our suddenly ar- 
ition to the German baths i 
ke of having met Mr. Evelyn 


ad just returned from 


in her manner towards me—that she is not | Vienna, and looked, Cecil said, worn out with 
ignorant of what I feel for her—that perhaps | traveling. It must have quite destroyed any 


she has some idea of what her mere presence | 


hope of an explanation with me, if he enter- 


istome. Ah, she cannot imagine the depth of | tained one, when Captain Gresley told him 
@ man’s passion, growing hourly greater be- | that he himself intended to join us abroad as 


cause of its enforced self-restraint ! 


800 
If I lose her—which Heaven in mercy forbid ! | ranged.-..And then—— Oh, 
wrong! I see now what a fatal mistake I 
have made! If I had only been firm instead of 


—I trust her choice may not fall on Gresley. 
I love her well and unselfishly enongh to wish 


Mm as some neressary business could be ar- 
I have done 


her the happiest and sunniest of lives, even if | allowing myself to be over-persuaded! ~ But 


her life should not be passed with me; and, in 


Cecil was so determined ; and then his sister. 


spite of his handsome face, his gentlemanly | Lady Davis, said I had led him on and 


bearing, his undeniably winning ways, there is | encouraged him; 
Lady Davis’ side, 


something ahout Gresley that I distrust in- 


and aunt Harriet took 
and poor old father 


stinctively. He has, if 1 mistake not, one or | looked miserable and worried and unlike 
two propensities not calculated to make a/| himself, with everybody quarrelling and_ no 


woman happy. 

Certainly he is more a match for her in age 
than I am. He is five-and-twenty at most; 
while I, at thirty-four, am fourteen years older 


| chance of getting home for the shooting on 
“the first.” Somehow it seemed the easiest 
way out of the difficulty to sacrifice my own 
wishes and inciinations; and, when I had once 


than she. Probably Freda looks upon me as | given way, they allowed me no time to think. 
quite a fatherly person which would account | From the minute I promised to be Cecil's wife 
‘or the occasional glimpses of something more | till now, when I am sitting quiet and alone on 


than friendliness with which she favors me 
now and then, and which set my pulses beat- 
ing at an alarming rate. 


this wet afternoon in the gloomy hotel sitting- 
room while my husband is down stairs smok- 
ing and playing billiards, I have lived in a con- 


she could but know it! IfI could have | tinual whirl of excitement, with hardly a 
had her to myself for five minutes on the ter- | leisure moment to call my own. 


race to-night! But to-morrow I will make an 


opportunity. 


It is al over now, however. There must be 


With such a calling as mine, | no looking back. Even the little note that in 


with such uncertainty as to whether the next | my first paroxysm of grief and self-reproach I 


twenty-four hours wi 
other end of Europe, it is foolish to delay. 
Even as I sit 


ere, writing near the open | I had never received till m 


find me here or at the | wrote to Mr. Evelyn—a mere line to tell 
him how, through the negligence of a servant, 


wedding day the 


window long after all the other inmates of the | letter he left at Grantham for me—-even that I 


Manor have retired to rest, a sound 





of a horse’s | dare not send him. I have had it sealed and 


hoofs drawing nearer and nearer and audible | directed in my dressing-case for a week ; but 1 


for a long distance in the silence of the summer 


have just burntit. I can see the last blackened 


night ~ portend a summons for me—a/|f ent fluttering on the top of the grate as I 
m from the Foreign Office received at | write this. No; the time for any explanation 
Grantham and sent over by the postoffice | is gone by. Some day, perhaps, when we are 


authorities to the Manor House. 


both quite old, if we should meet, I might tell 


By George, I am not far wrong—the sound of | him what a trifling mistake separated us, ‘Till 
the pony’s trot is certainly coming from the | then I must be content to let him think the 


FORONTO SATURDAY 


st it; but it would not reach her 
The groom who 


headed peeked down 

it all meant. Visions of a future spangled 

wan plaudits and bright with fame rose before 
er. 


little wrap that hugged her close, she started 
out to purchase the necessary outfit. Reaching 
the bookstore she looked out from under her 
drooping plumes and coquettishly asked for a 
bottle of the very best ink. When placed on 
the counter before her it was like an elixir, so 
ony grand possibilities flashed through her 


if there was any make she préferred, 
tated and then said : 


vermicelli, or varioloi 
Could it be verdigris or verdancy, now?” 


clerk. ‘‘ You must be looking for something 
quite rare.” 


I only knew what it was.’ 
” could it be versatile? ” 


N 


worst of me. Better perhaps for us both that 
he should do so! 

I cannot destroy his letter to me, That, 
although no eye but mine must ever rest upon 
it, Lintend to keep. I have put it away in an 
old pocket-book of red Russia leather that 
somebody gave me when I was a child, and in 
which I keep two or three other treasures—a 
curl. of fair hair cut from my dear mother’s 
head after her death, some dried heartsease 
from her grave in the churc yard at home. 
There let it lie—the memory of a good man’s 
love wasted, of two lives spoilt by one careless 
act. . " 








TEN YEARS LATER.—HIS STORY. 
Beauv Sesour. BaGyeres, Adgust 17, 18—. 


It is ten years since I opened this old diary. 
To-day something has occurred which has in- 
duced me to glance once more over its closely- 
written pages. As I unlock the tarnished 
silver clasp witha tiny key hanging from my 
watch-chain, a faint perfume steals from be- 
tween the long-closed leaves, a shower of 
withered rose-petals flutter out of the book and 
lie scattered upon the polished parquet floor of 
my sitting-room—Grantham roses, of course. 
I must have shut them in when last I hurriedly 
closed this record so long ago, 

Ten years! Why, itisa lifetime! The ghost 
of my old self seems to peer at me from beneath 
the shabby leather cover of this book as I gaze 
with feelings of mingled pleasure and pain at 
the names of friends and acquaintances—some 
estranged, some dead—recorded here. Cer: 
tainly advancing years destroy most of one’s 
illusions. It is inconceivable to me how I 
could ever have endured as much joy and sor- 
row as I find compressed within these few 
sheets of blue-lined paper. At forty-four one 
has mercifully outlived such emotions, and life 
is far better worth having and infinitely more 
entertaining in consequence. Still feelings 
that one supposes entirely done with some- 
times spring into life again, vigorous, indom- 
itable as ever, roused by chance circumstance. 

To-day, for instance, quite a trivial event, a 
mere accident, has brought back to my memory 
events of which I have not thought for yea's— 
that it has been indeed the business of my life 
to forget as completely as possible; and so 
entirely am I, in common with the rest of my 
kind, a creature of habit that with that memory 
has come an ungovernable desire to reopen this 
old book and set down in it—it is the only con- 
fidant I ever had—the experience of to-day. 

Iam now an idle man, having retired from 
my Queen’s messengership about five years 
since in consequence of a terrible railway- 
accident between Paris and Vienna in which I 
was one of the worst sufferers. It played sad 
havoc with my constitution, and threatened at 
one time to deprive me of the use of my limbs 
altogether. The worst of that, thank Heaven, 
is past! I still walk with a stick, and passa 
good deal of my time every year wandering 
from one foreign watering-place to another, 
chiefly because the mode of life has become 
habitual to me; but in reality I am as strong 
and healthy as ever—indeed I often think I am 
accepting under false pretences the very com- 
fortable pension awarded me by her Majesty in 
consideration of injuries received in her ser- 
vice—the more so as I have lately become a 
man of some means, my one relative, old 
Colonel Verschoyle, having died and left me 
heir to all his possessions, including a snug 
little estate down in Hampshire. 

Somehow the thought of that place, which I 
have never seen since I was a boy, but which I 
recollect as remarkably pretty and charmingly 
situated, always depressed me. What a home 
one could make of it in certain circumstances ; 
but of how little use is such a legacy to a lonely 
man like me! 

Iam far more at my ease in the suite of 
rooms which, if they are vacant, I never fail to 
secure when my wanderings among the Pyre- 
nean baths bring me for a temporary halting- 
place to this queer little out-of-the-way town 
of Bagneres de Bigorre. 

To be sure, a warm weicome is always some- 
thing—and Madame Clemenceaux is invariably 
glad to see me. I have recommended at least 
a dozen good tenants to her apartments at 
Beau Sejour, and I never omit to pay her a 
regular visite de ceremonie on my arrival, 
whether she is occupying the suite of rooms 
beneath me, or, having let those, has betaken 
herself to a marvelous kind of wooden kiosk, 
painted green, with an immense gilt ball at 
the top, which she has had erected to suit her 
own fancy in the middle of the gay little gar- 
den at the back of the house, and in which, 
when all her available rooms are let, she cooks, 
eats, dresses, sleeps, and passes her existence 
comfortably enough. 

This year the insufferable heat has driven me 
from the baths of Eaux Bonnes and Eaux 
Chaudes earlier than usual. Down here in the 
plains the air blows more freely than in those 
narrow frowning mountain-gorges, and it is 
inexpressibly refreshing to exchange the bustl- 
ing overcrowded hotels, crammed with poitrin- 
aires real or imagin of all ages and both 
sexes, for the cool silence and loftiness of 
Madame Clemenceaux’s first floor suite at Beau 
Sejour. She does not care to divide the rooms 
and, although they are more in number than 1 
require, her charges are so moderate that I do 
the thing en prince, and take them all for my- 
selfand my servant. It isa great recommen- 

dation to me that there is » balcony on two 
sides of the house, on to which all my apart- 
ments open, and whence I can, if I please, 
watch my solitary dinner, sent Ju by contract 
from the neighboring Hotel d2 France, advanc- 
ing for some yards down the road on the head 
of a white-aproned garcon, who is generally 
accompanied by half a dozen street curs deeply 
interested in his proceedings. 


(To be Continued.) 








A Pig in the Fence. 


Didst never observe when a pig in tha fence 
Sends forth its most pitiful shout, 

H ow ali of his neighbors betake themselves there, 
To punish him ere he gets out ? 

What a hubbub they raise, so that others afar 
May know his condition and hence 

Come running to join them in adding a scar 
To the pig that is fast in the fence, 


Well, swine are not all of the creatures that be, 
Who fiod themselves sticking between 
The rails of the fence, and who strive to get free 
While the world is still shoving them in: 
Who find that the favor they met with depends 
Not on words, but on dollars and cents ; 
And that 'tis but few who will prove themselves friends 
To tha pig that is fast in the feace. 





Buying Fame. 

“The only capital needed to‘embark in the 
profession of literature is a bottle of ink and a 
versatile pen.” 

She had read the words and pondered over 
them more deeply than usual, knitting her 
white brow until the —_ curls on her fore- 

nto her eyes to see what 


Yes, she would adopt this fourth profession. 
Putting on a love of a hat and a dear, dainty 


“ And now I want a pen.” On being asked 
e hesi- 


“ Yes, but I most fo 


t what itis, It’s like 
o, that isn’t it. 


** Really, I don’t know,” replied the puzzled 


“Yes, lam; but I've got money to buy it if 
- the way,” questioned the inspired clerk, 
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* Yes, that’s it. I knew I'd find it, A ver- 
satile pen is what I’m looking for.” 

“TI am sorry, miss, but we have none in 
stock. They are very rare and we have little 
call for them, as only geniuses use them. You 
see the points are all dipped in gray matter 
and attic salt, and —” 

“Gray! Well, then I don’t want one. Gray 
isn’t becoming. I never have it near me,” and 
turning she walked away unconscious that she 
was robbing the world of a literary gem.— 
Detroit Free Press. 





To Correspondents. 


[Correspondents will address—‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 
Sarurpay Nieut Office.] 


Guapys —Self-willed, careless and hopeful. 

Li3Le.—Energetic, determined and original. 

ADEL4.—Sensitive, determined and vivacious. 

S1pon1a.—Generous, prudent and a little vain. 

Cuart, Orillia.—Decided, prudent and hopeful. 

Manriz.—Practical, energetic and self-esteeming. 

AmAnDA, Orillia.—Unselfish, careless and sincere. 

Mary L.—Careless, vain and easily discouraged. 

Eta Ray.—Painstaking, prudent and a little vain. 

Frances, Orillia.—Precise, hopeful and persevering. 

Oop18, Toleio, O.—Determined, generous and erratic. 

GoupEN Rop, Belleville.—Vanity, impulse and vivacity. 

Lovisz, Orillia,—Reserved, courageous and self-reliant. 
Faas Orillia.—Independent, practical and viva- 

ous. 

Ann, Orillia,—Ambitious, original and susceptible to 
flattery. 

Barsaira, Orillia.—Sincere, energetic and haughty in 


manner. 


Dor, Aurora.—Impulsive, heedless, self-willed, errati: 


and decisive. 


Hata, Sarnia—Writing denotes generosity, perseverance 


and originality. 


Vain, Hamilton:—Your writing denotes energy, intuition, 


honesty and decision. 


Potty Woer.—We think you are orderly, impulsive, 


sincere and very ambitious. 


Estaer R.—Indecision, reserve and suszeptibility to 


flattery are exhibited here. 


Lenora Mack.—Writing denotes much romance of feeling, 


perseverance and generosity. 


Nypia, Sarnia.—Writing denotes gaiety, independence, 


carelessness and an erratic nature. 


Carrig A.—Tendency to exaggeration, an even temper 


and much generosity are here shown. 


F. de R , Montreal.—Writing denotes selfishness, fond- 
as} 
impulse and 


Fiorence —Carelessness, nervousness, 


originality are denosed by your writing. 


J. A. GormMALte —Writing denotes self-esteem, fluency of 


speech, considerabl: selfishness and ambition.J 


CommerciaL.— Self-reliance, decision, susceptibility to 


flattery, and much ambition are exhibited here. 


Won Lune.—Your writing shows a practical, decisive 


nature, self-reliance and considerable self-esteem. +.” 


Queenie, Belleville —Vanity, decision, carelessness and 


an affectionate disposition are exhibited by your writiag. 


Roserta, Chatham.—You are evidently hasty, quite self- 


reliant, fond of flattery, and of a gay and lively disposition. 


W. T. S., Hamilton.—Writing denotes perseverance, a 


+ and courageous nature and much romance of feel- 
ng. : 


Potty, Toledo, O.—Inclination to exaggeration, self-will, 


self-reliance and considerable egotism are displayed by your 
writing.’ wi “ 3 


P. McGinry, Belleville.—We are so glad to have your 


address, Mr. McG. Your whereabouts has been much dis- 
cussed. Writing displays self-esteem, a tendency to exag- 
geration, independence and extreme carelessness. 


Apg.aipg C.—Your writing shows sensitiveness, selfish- 


ness, order and decision. A girl with brown hair and dark 
blue ey 8 can wear blue in any shade except steel b ue, the 
dark shades of red, delicate pink and if she be pale, scarlet. 


Capaicsa, Oakville-—Your writing shows determination, 


perseverance, a fun-loving nature, considerable energy 
and a variable temper. No. 1 and No. 2 display the same 
charact sristics, viz.: selfishness, originality, wit and im- 


UA, Belleville.-—Wh >» said I had la grippe? It’s a fabri- 


cation, I assure you. Your writing denotes an easy dispo- 
sition, an inclination to be comfortable if possible, you 
understand—a merry and hopeful nature and considerable 
selfishness and self-will. 


Neus Buty, Brantford.—Selfishness, iota, 


q ick temper and an affectionate disposition are exhi 
here. Miss Florence St. John saya she grotere “ginjao,” 
and much criticizes the Americans for 

enunciation of *‘ saint.” 


eir lengthened 
InrerRoGatTion Mark —Anything which stimulates the 


skin, as camphor or cologne, will increase the growth of 
hair. Vaseline is also good, and perhaps the very best 
thing is gentle friction with the fingers 

tion of bay rum. I am not familiar with the quotation, 
and it is not to be found in any 


after an 


book of quotations. 
Ls othe a tie foamy, ont oh oh eae 
a nny, 

determined nature, mirth 





She Couldn't Play. 
Hostess— Won't you 1 play something 


for us, dear Miss Swindle? 


Miss Swindle—Oh, I caunt, really, I'm so 


horridly out of, practice, 


i 
Hostess—Oh, Miss Swindle! When you 


always play so beautifully at any time ! 


Miss Swindle—I? I plambeqatifatiy when I 
anything. more than 
I only wish I could play. 





A few 


Sooliein ‘ong 3 Cc 


the whole 

ese are “‘ 

of soci 

and Debilitated is that Beecham’s Pills have the 
est sale of any Patent Medicine in 


Bilious and Nervous Disorders, 


—svcH s—— 
‘Wind and Pain in the Stomach, 





Bick Headache, Giddiness, Fulness and 
Swelling after Meals, Dizziness and 
Drowsiness, Cold Chills,-Flushings of Heat, 
Loss of Appetite, Shortness of Breath, 
Costiveness, Scurvy, Blotches on the Skin, 
Disturbed Sleep, Frightful Dreams, 


and all Nervous and Trembling 
Sensations, etc. 
FIRST DOSE WILL CIVE RELIEF 
IN TWENTY MINUTES. 
“THIS IS NO FICTION & 


Hvery sufferer is earnestly invited to try one Box of 
these Pills, and they will he acknowledged to be a 
Wonderful Medicine 


F “Worth a Guinea a Box.” 


BEECHAM'S PIL Ls, 


taken as directed will quickly restore females 
to complete health. Fora 


Weak Stomach; fe ap Digestion ; 
Disordered ver ; 
THEY ACT LIKE MAGIO. 
doses will work wonders upon the Vital 
Ss e€ muscular oes 
exion ; bringin ck the 
and arousing with the 
ROSEBUD OF HEALTH 
of the human frame, : 
” admitted by Tooucasnts, in all classes 
; and one of the best guaranteesto e Nervous 





Full directions with each Box, 





PREPARED ONLY BY 


‘THOS. BEECHAM, # 
St. Helens, Lancashire, England, 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS GENERALLY. 
EVANS & SONS, Limitep, MONTREAL, 


Sole Agents for the Dominion of Canada. 


First Guest—Do pier. Miss Swindle. 
Second Guest—Oh, do. : 
Third Guest—Please do, Miss Swindle. I've 

heard so much about your exquisite playing 

and have always wanted to hear you. 

Miss Swindle—Oh, thank you! But I really 
am quite out of practice and I simply playa 
little for my own amusement, 

Guests (in chorus)—O-o-0-0, Miss Swindle! 

— Swindle—Really, I don’t pretend to play 
well. 

Fourth Guest—Do, please, play something 
for us. Let me escort you to the piano. 

Miss Swindle (reluctantly)—Well, if I must, 
I must, I suppos:; but I shall play horridly 
and I really don’t know of a thing to play, any- 


ow. 

Hostess (to her husband an hour later)—We 
really must do or say something to get that 
stupid Miss Swindle away from the — 
She’s play 2d six long pieces now and is in- 
ning on the seventh, and heaven only knows 
when she'll stop. Everybody's either yawning 
or giggling. I don’t know what ever made me 
so stupid as to ask her to play, anyhow !— 
Detroit Free Press. 





‘* They come high, but we must have them. 








What Little New York Girls Study. 


I saw a little girl on the corner of Fifth 
avenue and Twentieth street, says a writer in 
New York Jruth. She was not over ten or 
twelve years old, the wind was blowing fiercely, 
and she had all she could do to manage a huge 
oundle of books and take care of her wardro 
at the same time, so I came to her assistance. 

‘** What a lot of things you stndy?” I said. 

“Yes.” she replied; “I belong to Public 
School No. 13.” 

I asked her to let me carry the books, and so 
got a look at them. Elements of Synthetic 
Chemistry was one, Biology was another. 


*“Good gracious!” I exclaimed. ‘‘Do you 
know anything about biology?” 
**Oh, yes,” she said, ‘‘but I prefer psychology 


and neurology.” 

** What else do you study!” 

“Oh, theology, navigation, metallurgy, civil 
engineering, pneumatics, telegraphy, oratory, 
Egyptology and Greek art.” 

“Is that all?” 

**Oh, no, we have athletics, esthetics, anes- 
thetics and ethics.” 

‘Do you indeed? What are you going to do 
with these things when you grow up?” 

“*Me? Oh, I’m going to join the Madison 
square company with Barrymore.” 


An Antidote for Cigarettes. 


Dr. Reid, a New York physician, is credited 
with saying something not generally known, 
and it is that chewing gum is the best antidote 
to the cigarette habit. “I have prescribed it,” he 
said, “‘ with the greatest success. Not only does 
it break up the habit of having a cigarette end in 
the mouth, by giving the jaws something inno- 
cent to attend to, but it seems to have a stimu- 
lative effect on the mucous membrane of the 
mouth, so that the smoke of a cigarette smarts 
and is disagreeable.” 


After Forty Years. 

An old bachelor recently gave utterance to 
the rmowing fee @esprit. He was introduced 
to a beautiful widow of the same name as him- 
self, The introduction was in this wise : 

‘Mr, Evans, permit me to introduce you to 
Mrs. Evans.” 

“Mrs. Evans!” exclaimed the spirited old 
bachelor, ‘‘ the very lady I have been in search 
of the last forty years |" 
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Uncle Ezekiel’s Wig. 


** It’s the shabbiest thing Ezekiel Dunwoodie 


ever did, to leave those two girls unprovided 
for!” said that hydra-headed and hydra. 
tongued collective noun, the public of Jackson- 
ville. 

For once, it would appear, Vox a was 
right. And this was the history of affairs: 

Ezekiel Dunwoodie—a_ withered, miserly, 
close-fisted old heathen—had quarreled with 
all his relations except two pale, fair haired 
girls who lived with him because they had 
powhere else to live, and waited on him from 
that dogged sense of duty which they perhap-~ 
had inheritec from some hard-headed ancestor 
who came over in the Mayflower. They did 
the work of farm hand, chore boy, maid ser- 
vant, and housekeeper without a cent of re- 
muneration or a word of complaint ; they bore 
with old Ezekiel’s whims, endured his ill- 
temper, and honestly did their best to make 
him comfortable until, at the age of ninety, he 
departed. this life, and, to the amazement of 
everybody, left no will. 

“* He made one,* I know,” said Squire Saxe, 
the legal luminary of the village. ‘‘I drawed 
it up for him, and Joseph Parker and Milo 
Gresham they witnessed it. It was just after 
Patience and Perseverance come to live there. 
He wanted to show Sarah Dunwoodie and her 
city husband and George Henry Dunwoodie 
and their cousins up in Winnipeg that he 
warn't goin’ to be trifled with. He left al! his 

roperty—and a nice tidy sum it was—to 

Patience and Perseverance; and, in my 
opinion, he done a sensible thing. And now 
the question is, where is that will?” 

There are some questions doomed never to be 
answered, Squire Saxe and his clerk came to 
the house and turned the contents of old Dun- 
woodie s cherry-wood desk upside down, rum- 
maged all the corner cupboards, and ransacked 
the few closets and table-drawers. Persever- 
ance and Patience searched high and low, and 
still no will was forthcoming. 

Patience and Perseverance, whose faces were 
paler than ever and whose hair seemed more 
colorless, looked appealingly at Squire Saxe. 

‘* What is to be done?” said they. 

“Gals, I'm sorry for you,” said the squire, 
** but there ain’t but one way. Things ’ll have 
to go accordin’ to the old testamentary disposi- 
tion made by Ezekiel Dunwoodie’s father. 
George Henry and Sarar, they'll inherit.” 

** But he was very angry with them, and they 
hadn’t spoke for ten years,” faltered Persever- 
ance, who was en toa lank young schol 
master, and the wedding day had been set on 
the strength of Uncle Dunwoodie’s probable 
bequest. 

the squire slowly shook his head. 

“That don’t make no difference,” said he. 

‘* And we have lived here for eight years, and 
worked like slaves,” pleaded Patience, ‘‘ for 
never a cent of wages! And he always said—" 

“Tt don’t matter what he said nor what 
you've done,” pittyingly uttered the squire. 
“There wern’t no contract, and you can’t claim 
nothin’. Sarar and George Henry, they’re the 
natural h:irs,” 

Down came “‘Sarar and George Henry” like 
vultures on the quarry. 

‘* Dear me,” said “Sarar,” whose New York 
name was Mrs. Torrance, ‘I did begin to be- 
lieve that that old man never would die.” 

**Small loss to any one, I guess,” said George 
Henry, who was a Mr. Gregory, walking 
around with both hands buried deep in his 
pockets, ‘* Always wasareg'lar-goin’ miser !” 

Perseverence burst into tears. 

‘“‘Noone has any right to say so,” said she, 

“Hey! halloo!” exclaimed George Henry, 
fixing his protuberant eyes upon her. “I 
dunno what you're takin’ his part for, Persy 
Liddon. He ain’t done so awful much for 

ou!” 
“T can’t help that,” said Perseverance. 
‘* He’s got no one to defend him now.” 

‘“*And he was always kind to us,” sobbed 
Patience. ‘* And he said he’d made a will!” 

‘*So he had,” said Squire Saxe. 

** Where is it, then?” sneered George Henry. 

“That’s what I'd like to know myself,” ob- 
served “‘ Sarar” Torrance, scornfully. 

Perseverance and Patience took counsel with 
their friend the squire, and decided tc- rent 
the old farm from George Henry ata reason- 
able rate, and and go into what the squire 
called the “ bee business.” 

‘*There’s always a demand for honey,” said 
the squire, ‘‘and you’ve got a tol’able start of 
bee-hives, an’ there's plenty of white clover 
and buckwheat hereabouts, an’ you can shore 
up with poultry an’ egas an’ garden truck till 
ye get goin’ on the bee business. You 
never was afraid of work, and I know the select- 
men want a place to board some o’ the town 
poor, and there’s the two up-stairs chambers to 
spare, and you allays got along with old folks. 
The board ain’t much, but it is something.” 

So matters were settled. Perseverance and 
the schoolmastsr resigned themselves to a few 
more years of tedious waiting, and Patience 
wrote a sorrowful note to the village carpenter 
that it was of no use thinking of eo yf at 
present, to which the carpenter, who had an 
old mother, two aunts and a cripple brother, 
could not but accede, however unwillingly. 

‘‘I only wish,” moodily observed Caleb Chips, 
“that I could get into the other world long 
enough to give old Zeke Dunwoodie a piece of 
my mind!” 

‘*Cabel,” said his mother, ‘‘ that’s profane!” 

‘“‘T feel profane,” said Caleb. ‘‘ And sucha 
nice girl as Patience Liddon is too!” 

Perseverance and Patience had spent their 
lives in eerie, and they had no idea of 
flinching now. It was hard, but they were 
used to hardships. The started bravely in the 
bee business, looked sharply after the young 
chickens and pullets, and planted early lettuce 
in a home-made cold frame, constructed by 
Caleb Chips, and they took two venerable old 
men to board at two dollars a week apiece at 
the instance of the selectmen—Uncle Billy 
Barton and Simeon Cluckett. 

“Uncle Billy ain’t bad company,” said Mr. 
Meglip, the Chairman of the Board. ‘“ You 
might get some odd chores outen him, for he’s 
drefful tickled at the idear o’ makin’ himself 
useful, As for for Cluckett, he ain't nothin’ 
but astun statter. He jest sets all day, tipped 
back on his cheer, and looks straight afore 
him ; but he ain’t no gret o’ trouble.” ’ 

_Uncle Billy distinguished himself by split- 
ting all the kindlings needed, and whitewash- 
ing the back cellar in a somewhat streaky 
manner—for which he paid himself by confis- 
cating a rust-colored wig which he found on 
a shelf down there. 
_‘* A box on ’em,” said he. ‘‘ All the old wigs 
Zeke Dunwoodie ever wore out, I calculate. 
He was always dreadful pa’tickler about his 
wigs—never wore one more than three years. 
Some on ’em’s mouse-eat, but this ’ere’s in 
pretty good condition. There ain't no objec- 
tion to my hevin’ on’t, I s’pose ?” x 

Z von are welcome to it,” said Patience, with 
a sigh, 

There was something in the sight of Uncle 
Ezekiel’s wig that brought back the old days 
with unpleasant distinctness. 

Simeon Cluckett burst into a cackle of senile 
laughter at the apparition of Uncle Billy in the 
dark-red wig which fitted him so iil. Uncle 
Bil ],prign with impertubable good humor. 

‘* [t's all very well for you to larf, Sim Cluck- 
ett,” said he, but you’ve a thatch o’ gray hair o 
your own, and I'm as bald asa beetle! Old 
wigs come in mighty handy once in awhile, I 
tell you what !” 

At the end of three days Uncle Billy had in- 
dulged in three different wigs. ; 

‘They don’t none of ’em fit first rate,’ said 
he. “Tain’t pa'tickler, though—that’s a 
thing. And I'll tell you one funny thing. iss 
Perey: I’ve drempt of old Zeke every blessed 
night since I began to wear his wigs! Real 
tormentin’ dreams, you know ! 

Perseverance felt a cold shiver go through 
er, 
hae wouldn’t wear them, Uncle Billy,” said 

e, 

‘“Not wear ‘em? Why, they’re a perfec! 
bonanza to me!” creoned the old man. “Ther: 
ain't-nothin’ like a good wig for keepin’ ofl 
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neurol ! I kind o’ wish, though, old Zeke’s | big brass candlestick in ’s hand, and I’m blessed 
head he ag ge . size en Gene mic ied if = as ne agin! Wall, I waked 
al you dream abou ncle el, | u in a cold sweat, an’ I to myse 

Uncle Billy?” asked Perseverance, with a sort | ‘ 5 4 “ry STP cast 

of terrible fascination in the subject. twiched off the wig an’ flung it on the floor, 
Wall, fust night I dreampt he was a-/ Wall, last night I tied my head up ina bandan- 

knockin’ at the south door like all possessed, ! ner handkerchief. 

a-tryin’ to get in—an’ the queerest of all was, 

he hadn’t no_wig on! Tell you I felt sort o’ 

guilty when I woke up!” dreamed cf him the third time! An’ he was 

= Well? aa Perseverance. down cellar this time with his candle a countin’ 

Wall, next n ght he’d somehow got in, He ! over the wigs. True’s you live he was!” 

was sort o’ huntin’ raound fo’ suthin’, with the “Uncle Billy,” said Perseverance, ‘‘ you 
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TO BE HAD At 


HARRIET HUBBARD AYER’S 
Recamier Cream 
Recamier Balm 





Recamier Soaps 


SEVEN SUTHERLAND SISTERS 
Hair Grower and Hair and Sealp Cleaner 


ARCADE PHARMACY, 133 YONGE STREET 
_ TELEPHONE 1108. 


‘FLORENCE SILK MITTENS 


The ENGRAVING show 
latest style Mittens made 
from 


FLORENCE 


Knitting Silk 
Lined throughout, wrist and 
back, with silk. They make 
& most durable and fashion- 
able article for Ladies’ wear. 

Sent to any address on re- 
ceipt of $2. Colors—Black, 
navy blue and brown. Three 
other patterns, $1.75, $1.65, 
and $1.50 each. 


FLORENCE HOME 
NEEDLE WORK 


1889 


Contains 96 pages, instruct- 
ing you in Netting, Knitting, 
Tatting and Embroidery, 
each subject fully illustrated, 
sent by mail for 6 cents in 
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WHICH WILL IT BE? 


Which is the fairest, a rose or a lily? 
Which is the sweetest, a peach or a ? 
Merry’s coquetish, and charming is Milly; 
Dora is gentle and fair. er, 
Sweet as a flower was her face when I k 
fore is the romance and glory of life,) 
Milly, my playmate, I love “ like a sister,” 
But Dora I choose for my wife. 


That is right, young man, marry the girl 
zoe love, by all means, if she will have you 

hould ber health become delicate and hei 
beauty fade after marriage, remember that 
thie ie usually due to functional disturbances 
weaknesses, a or painful disor 
ders peculiar to her sex, in the cure of whict 
Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescription is guaran. 
teed tc give satisfaction, or money refunded, 
See the printed certificate of guarantee or 
bottle-wrapper. 

For overworked, “ worn-out,” “ run-down,” 
debilitated teachers, milliners, dressmakers, 
seamstresses, ‘“‘shop-girls,”” housekeepers, 
nursing mothers, and feeble women gener- 
ally, Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription is the 
greatest earthly boon, being unequaled as an 
appetizing cordial and restorative tonic, or 

ngth-giver. 


Copyright, 1888, by WORLD’s Dis. MED. Ass’™. 


Dr. PIERCE’S PELLETS 


stamps. 
| , 
bowels, ‘They are purely vegetable and pr» |CORTICELLI SILK CO. 
fectly harmless. me a » Sold by ST. JOHN'S, P. Q. 
druggists. 25 cents a vial. 











A Short Cut. 





Here’s the dress, but where’s 
the pocket ! 


Oh, Bob dear, please get me my handkerchief ; it’s in_my 
brown dress pocket. 





Triumph |—Lady’'s Pictorial, 


Desperate measures. 


NIGHT, 


y 
Dan Taylor & CO.'S | vncie Bits greedily 



















mustn’t wear Uicle Ezekiel’s wigs any more. 
‘* En?” squeaked the old man, 
“No,” said the girl. 


urn everything—here goes!’ an’ I jest | one—Patience and I—or we'll make you a nice 


little black-silk skull-cap.” 
“Such as Squire Saxe’s father wears? Wall, 


**Go down-stairs and bring up the old box,” 
said Verseverance, “and well burn them. I 
ought to have thought of it before.” 

Uncle Billy obeyed with alacrity, and with a 
long breath Perseverance began to take out the 
relics of poor old Ezekiel Dunwocdie’s last 

eare, 

**Must too good to burn, ain't they?” said 
“Eh, what's that? A 
folded paper? It can’t be nothin’ put away, 
can it?” 

But Perseverance did not answer him.’ She 
could not have spoken a word had her life de- 
pended on it. It was an ancient, yellow piece 
of “legal cap” that she had taken up, mouse- 


Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion | nibbled at'one or two edges discolored with 


dust and damp, but nevertheless legible.and 
plain—the will by which Ezekiel Dunwoodie 


Recamier Powders — bequeathed all his earthly possessions to 


8 two cousins. Peiseverance and §Patience 
Liddon, ‘“ his only friends and faithful nurses 
and companions for the last five years,” as he 
phrased it. 

There is a variety of opinions on everything 
that happen in this world. 


"| The 
‘* We'll buy you a new | prove that the whole thin 
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rson, who was a dabbler in transcen- 
| dentalism, adduced a number of instances to 
had cropped out of 
the wearing of old Ezekiel’s wig by Uncle 
Billy Barton— electrical currents, animal mag- 
| netism, and all that sort of thing, Persever- 


‘Ole man, if ye want your | that would be stylish!” said Uucle Billy, his | ance Liddon, who had a strain of sentiment in 
ole mouse-eat wig,’ says I to myself, ‘I won't | bleared eyes lighting up. “Done! It's a bar- her nature, inwardly believed that old Dun- 
And, ef ye'll believe me, I | gain!” 


| woodle’s wraith had actually appeared to 
Uncle Billy in order to right the wrongs in- 
duced by his own negligence. Squire S:xe 
said ‘‘ there wa’an’t no accountin’ for things, 
and as the will was safe and sound, he 
shouldn’t try to.” 

‘But what nonsense you are all talking,” 
said Patience, quietly. ‘* What is there super- 
natural about it? If Billy Barton was hunting 
in the old wig-box, what was more natteral 
than that he should find something that was 
concealed there? And why shouldn’t he dream 
of + Ezekiel under Uncle Ezekiel’s own 
roo 

** Patience ony hits the right nail on the 
head,” said Caleb Chips, who was alread 
planning a new wing to the Chips homestead, 
big enough to hold himself and his bride. 





A Slight Mistake. 


Man at telephone (trying to find out who has 
rung the bel))—Hello, there, are you 37? 

Young Lady at the other end (indignantly)— 
No, you horrid thing, I’m only 17, 








“Tis a Feat to Fit the Feet.” 


AN IMPOSSIBILITY IN MANY CASES, WHERE DEALERS SELL ONLY INFERIOR SHOES, 
THE ART OF FITTING THE FEET IS SIMPLE, PROVIDED YOU HAVE z7HE RIGHT KIND oF 


SHOE TO BEGIN WITH, 


OUR IMPORTED ENGLISH SHOES ARE WONDERFULLY ADAPTABLE. THE PECULIAR SHAPE 
OF THE LASTS, THE SOFT TEXTURE OF HE LEA1HER, 'HE FLEXIBILITY OF HE ENTIRE SHOE, 
RENDER IT VERY EASY TO SECURE A PERFECT FIT FOR ALMOST ANY FOOT. 

Boots THAT FIT ARE ALWAYS SHAPELY; THEY WEAR LONGER, SECURE PERFECT COMFORT 
TO THE FEET, DO NOT WEAR OUT THE STOCKINGS, AND NEVER PRODUCE CORNS, ~ 

EVERY MAN IN TC RON 0 WHO CAN AFFORD TO PAY $4 TO $6 FOR A PAIR OF SHOES OUGHT 


TO TRY ONE PAIR OF OUR ENGLISH SHO: 8, 
THAN WEAR ANY OTHER. 


HE'D PAY $10 FoR THE SECOND PAIR RATHER 


STORE CLOSES AT 6:30 DURING WINTER MONTHS, 


‘THos. KENNEDY & Co. 


186 Yonge Street 











y HE. Clarke & Co. 


106 King St. West 


HAVE RECEIVED FRESH CONSIGN- 
MENTS OF 


Toilet 
Brief 
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Dressing’ 
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The only Heater with a circular 
fire-pot and iron stone linings, in- 
suring perfect combustion. 

The minimum of friction and the 
maximum of surface combined 


constitute a perfect water_ heater. 


The Gurnet Heater is the quickest in action, as well as the most 


cleared ard has ail the letert improvemenis. 





Specially2:Designed and Con- 
structed for Heating PRIVATE 
DWELLINGS, PUBLIC BUILD- 
INGS, CONSERVATORY and 
GREEN HOUSES. 

Highest Awards wherever exhib- 
ited for Ffficiercy, Durability and 
Economy. 


Fcowerful, is eecily 


Prices, Catalogues and all particulars meiled free on application, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


THEE.&C.GURNEYCO.Lpop. 


Toronto, Hamilton, 





CARTERS! 


ITTLE 
IVER 
PILLS. 


CURE 


Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their mos. 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter's Littte Liver P1.is 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curin, 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct al! disorders of the stomach 
stimulate the liver and regulate “he bowels 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD _ 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 

who suffer from this distressing complaint: 

but fortunately their goodness does not end | 
here, and those who once try them will find 

these little pills valuable in so many ways that 

they will not be willing to do without them. 

But after all sick head 


is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Lirt.e Liver P1.ts are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 

lease all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 

ive for $1. Sold eve. ywhere, or sent by mail. 


CARTER MEDICINE C0., New York. 


Small FUL. Small Dose, Small Price 
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Canadian Copyright Editions 
AT ALL BOOKSTORES 
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REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 


Its Durability and ease of manipulation are 
admitted. Recent speed tests have proven it to 
be the fastest writing machine in the world, 
If interested, send for full report 

GEO. BENGOUGH, 36 King Street East 
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Good-bye Bohemia, 


Madame Roland of the French Pension for 


Governesses in Bayswater gave a “send-off” 


party, before I left England for Canada, to a 


small number of Bohemians. We were all 

there. Dot and Birdie Gray and Druce and 

Percy. An elderly gentleman named Weston 

was there also, with his nephew, Mr. Barber, 

who wore a high ‘“‘ masher” collar and was 
much given to singing Irish comic songs with 
an English accent. 

We had a very nice supper brought in from 
the Grid by a shiny waiter with one eye, who, 
with Josephine, Madame’s French servant, 
waited on us at table. 

They squabbled a good deal and when conver- 
sation lagged we could hear old Josephine 
scolding away in French, which, as the 
waiter did not understand a word she 
was saying, he bore with strong calmness, 
After supper we had some dancing. I got Mr. 
Barker for my partner, and as he danced ina 
slow and fearful manner on my toes,I was 
glad when it was over. 

Then Mr. Weston, who prided himself on his 
dramatic talent, got up to act a scene atter 
Macready. 

“No actor who ever lived,” quoth Mr. Wes- 
ton, ‘‘ could fall un the stage as Macready did, 
and I propose to show you, ladies and gentle- 
men, how he did it. I have studied the part 
for a long time, and I have been told ”—com- 
placently—*‘ that I do it very like Macready.” 

Whereupon Mr. Weston cleared a space in 
the middle of the room and—commenced opera- 
tions. He was a large bald-headed man, with 
@ fishy eye, and wore a closely buttoned-up 
frock coat. 

All I can say is that if Macready looked any- 
thing like him, as he strode, high tragedy fash- 
ion about the room, with one hand holding in 
his forehead and*the-other thrust in his breast, 
and a look on his face as though he had eaten 
something which had disagreed with him, I 

#hall never regret not having seen Macready. 
Presently he fell down like the great actor, 
I presume—only Mr. Weston fell with his head 
in the coal-scuttle, and when he got up he had 
@ black patch on the bald part which gave him 
an inexpressibly funny look for the rest of the 
evening, 

Dot (wicked little woman) asked Mr. Barker 
for a comic song. So that youth who was not 
@Mlicted with bashfulness stood up and gave us 
the following classic ditty with a fine English 
accent : 

Tim Finnigan lived in Capel street, 
An Irish gintleman—rather odd, 

He'd a t uch of the brozue both nate an’ sweet, 
An’ to rise in the wurruld, he carried a hod. 

I thought Perey would have a fit, he was 
black in the face with suppressed laughter— 
and small wonder! for Mr. Barker's rendering 
of Tim Finnigan's Wake, was the funniest 
thing imaginable. 

The evening wore away merrily and some- 
body made a nice little speech about me and 
wished me back in the New Country and then 
we broke up. 

They all promised te see me off next day, so it 
was not\yetigeod-bye. When they were gone, 
II went up with Dot and Birdie to have the last 
‘chat in the dear dingy old London house. 
‘But we got very blue indeed, and found 
‘we had nothing to say that had not 
been said before, so we did the most 
-sensible thing and went to bed. 

The girls came down with me to the Euston 
station next day, and there we found Percy and 
Druce—and somebody else—and it was ‘* Good- 
bye, Kit,” now. I shall never forget the little 
group on the platform on that 25th of June. 

Birdie was bright and cheerful to the last, 
but little Dot was crying—while Percy and 
Druce spoke of the smali thing it was nowa- 
days to take a run over to Canada. 

**You might see us any day, Kit, so cheer 
ap. We will have some Bohemian evenings 
over in Toronto someday !” 

Ah that someday ! 

At last I took my seat in the long train, and 
my friends crowded around me to say good-bye 
—then ho! for the good ship Circassian and 
Canada! The girls thrust two deep red roses 
into my hands (the dear withered things lie 
near me asI write) and Percy put a packet of 
new books into the carriage, and I think Druce 
bought up every paper and magazine he could 
lay hold of at the bookstall. 

While somebody put a wee parcel on the seat 
beside me, and then the bell rang and the train 
steamed slowly away. 

I looked at the little group of kindly Bohem- 
ians—at a white strained face which I shall 
never forget—and the tears rained down on the 
little Eogiish roses. Kir. 





The men who accomplish the most never 
seem in a hurry, no matter how much they 
have to do. Everybody must have observed 
that. They are not troubled for lack of time, 
for they make the most of the minutes by 
working in a cool, clear, orderly and method- 
ical fashion, finishing each task properly, 
and not wasting their nervous force on trifles 
or expending it in bustle. They never coin- 

of overwork, They are more likely to be 
anting up new work to do, in order to give 
their faculties more varied employment and to 
exercise some which are not sufficiently used. 

Self-respect is the foundation of character 
and of progress, Break it down and nothing 
valuable can be built upon the ruins ; establish 
it firmly and no one can tell how noble a 
structure of virtue and happiness may not be 





The Toronto Choral Society's concert on 
January 30, was a very enjoyable one, though 
not by any means a brilliant event. It was 
The Mass, 
Mozart’s Coronation, which was the first work 
of the chorus, is like so many others of the 
masses, interesting and good musically but 
feeling. 
Still it served to fill in a half hour for 
chorus and orchestra very acceptably. The 
chorus was out of balance, the sopranos being 
in greater weight than the other parts. Still 
the tone was good and bright, the attacks were 
smart and crisp—more so than usual—and the 
music was well rehearsed. Mr. Fisher had his 
forces well in hand and was bright and 
the soloists, 
Mrs, Clara E. Shilton sang very well in- 
deed, though showing a little nervousness, and 
a slight dilatoriness of attack. Her voice is 
well suited to this style of music and she had 
Mr. 3light 
did very well too, his intonation being clear 
The tenor, Mr. Charles Herbert 
Clarke of New York, was sufficiently good to 
be pleasing, and was a very careful and con- 


rather of the solid description. 


utterly devoid of all devotional 





















































alert in his tempos. Of 


quite an enthusiastic reception. 


and distinct. 


scientious singer withal. 
a7 


furnished by Mrs, Edgar J. Jarvis. 


solid and paying financiad basis. 
* 


Monday evening was a gala occasion for 
“bikes” and their riders, when the Toronto 
Bicycle Club gave a really fine entertainment 
in the Academy of Music. Very well arranged 


tableaux, designed by Mr. Bell-Smith and 


Mr. J. Fraser Bryce, were agreeable fea- 
tures of the evening’s programme. Further 


evidence of the club’s resowrces was given 


by the excellent singing of the Glee Club 
under the direction of Mr. BE. T. Coates. The 
club is composed of some twenty odd very good 


voices, whose singing was neat and clean and 
nicely shaded. A little more speed and dash 


would have been desirable, but this will no 


doubt come in good time if the club keeps up 


its work. 
+ 


The vocalists were Miss Clara E. Barnes and 
Mr. Whitney Mockridge, both welcome visitors 
to Toronto. Miss Barnes was in excellent 
voice, and gave charming renditions of her 
songs, Sunset, Because of Thee, and Spring. 
tide. Mr. Mockridge sang the ever-welcome 
Salve Dimora, and three ballads, ’Tis All That 
I Can Say, Come Into the Garden, Maud, 
and Then You'll Remember Me. His style is 
always good and he was especially happy in his 
renditions on this occasion. Mr. H. L. Clark's 
cornet solos, as usual, were very popular num- 
bers on the programme. The accompaniments 
were very well played by Miss Hattie Mock- 
ridge and Mr, A. T. Burns, 


The usual quarterly concert of the pupils of 
the Conservatory of Music took place on Mon- 
day evening before a crowded audience, whose 
approval was frequent and emphatic. 


Max Bruch’s noble work Arminius will be 
sung by the Philharmonic Society, with well- 
known solo talent, on Thursday evening next. 

METRONOME, 





But He Couldn’t Pay His Stable Bill. 


Miss Maria—Is this horse yaaa Mr. Wigsey ? 

Wigsey (who has paid his only two dollars 
for an hour's use of the sleigh)—One of mine. 

Miss Maria—Then let us drive over to Aunt 
Sophie's while we are out, Straight aheac. 

igsey—All right, Maria. Galang! How 

many biocks is it ¢ 

Miss Maria—Blocks? Oh, it is fourteen 
miles, but it is such a romantic drive, Mr. 
Wigsey. 





Give and Take. 


The Duke of Mudbury—Now, Miss Manhat- 
tan, I'll wager you know your Burke better 
than I do. 

Miss Manhattan—Ah, but I dare say your 
Grace could stump me on Bradstreet.—Li/e. 





The orchestra was as usual somewhat un- 
equal in quality, having a fairly full wind 
section, and a light string side. The strings 
were very good, however, though the second 
violins might have been a little more certain in 
their work. Still they gave very acceptable 
renderings of Mozart’s Titus overture and of 
the accompaniments to the mass. But it was 
under Signor D’Auria’s direction that the 
orchestra showed its excellence when his new 
cantata, The Sea-King’s Bride, was begun. Sig- 
nor D'Auria’s work is ambitious in treatment, 
especially in the orchestral scoring, and pre- 
sents plenty of difficulties to both singers and 
instrumentalists. Heisa thorough master of 
the art of instrumentation, and presents in the 
cantata a plentiful variety of tasteful and 
agreeable tone-coloring, and he has the pati- 
ence to be aefinite in form and development. 
His weakness, or rather his lack of strength, 
lies in the occasional lack of continuous melody 
in places. His prelude is very sombre in char- 
acter, and does not at all suggest the airy and 
sparkling passages that delight the ear later 
when the Water Sprites come into the story. 
In the work he has given to the Water Sprites, 
and especially in the last chorus with soprano 
obligato, Signor D'Auria has produced beauti- 
fully graceful and dainty effects, and a brilliant 
ensemble. He was ably aided by the libretto 


As a conductor Signor D'Auria is very effec- 
tive and inspires his forces with confidence. 
The orchestra had a plentiful variety of watch- 
ing to do, as he is liberal in his distribution of 
passages, but in the main it performed its 
difficult work very well. The tone-quality was 
somewhat impaired by the adherence to piano 
playing, a severe test of efficiency in an 
orchestra composed of local musicians who 
play together all too little. The chorus, 
especially the sopranos and altos, did excellent 
work in the Cantata, and Signor D'Auria is to 
be congratulated upon both his fine composi- 
tion and the excellent rendering it received at 
the hands of the society. Mme. D'Auria sang 
excellently, especially in the florid passages, 
and was satisfactorily assisted by Mrs. Milne, 
Mr. Clarke and Mr. Blight. - I am glad to note 
that the committee is able to announce that 
owing to generous and general support, the 
society’s operations for the season are wpon a 
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The Drama. 
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evening. She is not fair and stately. 
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The Siient Partner. 










































the comedy in New York city early in the 
present season, negotiations were entered into 
by which the comedy will be seen at Chas. 
Wyndham's Criterion Theater, London, next 
summer. Three weeks hence Mr. Polk returns 
to New York city for a long run at 4 Broadway 
theater. The scene of the play is New York, 
time, the present ; and the play an exceedingly 
interesting portrayal of life in that city. 























George Edwardes’ original London Gaiety 
Theater Company open at the Grand Opera 
House, Monday, February 17, for three nights 
in the most amusing and charming of bur- 
lesques, Faust Up to Date, the work of the 
famous authors George R. Sims and Henry Pet- 
tit, who have supplied the burlesque with an 
abundance of comical situations and humorous 
puns. The music is by Herr Meyer Lutz, and 
the best he has ever written, being bright and 
catchy. The company is the largest and best 
that has ever been brought over from the other 
side and is headed by Miss Florence St. John, 
who comes heralded as the queen of all comic 
opera prima donnas and burlesque artistes. 





Put Minnie Maddern wherever you will, sur- 
round her with whatever characters you will, 
put into her mouth what language you will, 
and she will still make a strong impression. 
That is because she is magnetic. It is because 
she has a marked individualism and because 
she speaks and acts totally unlike any one else 
you ever saw on the stage. But she does not 
impress everybody favorably—not half as many 
as she should. Those who go to the theater 
solely to feast the eye on the graces of the 
human form divine as exemplified in the female 
face and form—the patrons of the comic operas 
and the burlesque—don’t see much in Minnie 
Maddern. Nature has not blessed her, or cursed 
her, with much beauty. People at the Grand the 
other night looked at her light auburn locks 
and then looked up at “ Aurora preceding the 
chariot of the sun,’ at the top of the proscenium 
arch to see if any of the horses were white. I 
remember many, many years ago when a boy, 
seeing at a fall fair a side show placard in 
garish colors bearing a wonderful device repre- 
He was attired much 
after the fashion of our ancestors who came 
over with the Conqueror, and wore cast iron 
He breathed fire and smoke and the 
inscription testified in bold letters that here was 
The Horse of the Future, I paid my dime and 
went in to see this man-horse—this centaur of 
modern times. There I saw a tin thing shaped 
something like a man, fastened to a rod which 
revolved on a pivot. At the other end of the 
rod was a box of stones to balance the coming 
horse. A small steam engine concealed in his 
I was 
somewhat disappointed, but I waited half an 
hour till the proprietor got steam up and the 
wonder walked. So did I. Minnie Maddern 
does not walk exactly as the steam man did, 
but I was reminded of my early experience 
when I saw her in Featherbrain on Monday 
She is 
not plump and pretty. She is not built to show 
off a Worth dress in good style, or to be an 
excellent background for sparkling jewels. 
On the contrary, she is slender, lithe and 
But she has a great head, even if it 
is red. She speaks and moves and a thrill 
passes through her audience, they know not 
why. That is the influence of a powerful and 
magnetic intelligence, Genius acts the same 


Icould not help feeling disappointed after 
seeing Featherbrain the other evening. The 
title did not certainly carry with it thetdea of 
weight and the play amply realized t¢ my mind 
the promise of its name. It is farcical to a 
degree and so complicated that nothing but a 
most minute description would convey an idea 
of what it is about. The fun of the piece is 
produced mostly by the forgetfulness of Feath 
erbrain and the entanglements arising directly 
But while it makes one 
merry withits brightnessand cleverness onecan. 
not help feeling that Miss Maddern is here out 
of her element. One remembers her in Caprice— 
remembers how those tears and sobs of hers 
seemed to come from lower heart-depths than 
one usually sees on the stage—remembers how 
the sunshine of her smiles followed these sum- 
mer showers_of grief—and wants to see her 
But she does not in Feather- 
She plays her part so unobtrusively 
and quietly and there is so little of it that 
one wonders if she has not somehow or 
other got hold of the wrong character. Her 
support is very good. Mr. Wm. Faversham 
Mr. Chas. L. 
Harris as Pettigrew is a great suecess and is 
nobly assisted by Mr. Samuel Edwards as Mr. 
The ladies, Miss Emma Maddern, Miss 
Lulu Kline and Miss Jennie Busley took their 
In Spite of All is the bill for 


On Monday evening next the famous eccen- 
tric comedian, J. B. Polk, will begin a week’s 
engagement at the Grand in his new comedy, 
After the production of 
























































































She has met with the greatest success in New 
York and Philadelphia and will no doubt 
become immensely popular here, The com- 
edians are E. J. Lonnen and Charles Danby 
who introduce several taking and popular 
songs. The dancing by the four original 
Gaiety girls headed by Miss Florence 
Levey is novel and graceful. The scenery 
and costumes are bright and for har- 
mony in coloring have never been equaled 


young ladies led by full military band and 


floor and first four rows of Dress Circle ‘$1.50, 
last rows Circle $1. 


begins next Thursday. 
Hardie and Von Leer have played at Jacobs 





number of-musical specialties have been in- 
serted to soothe the savagery of the rest of the 
play. For those who like Western drama On 


of it that travels. The Dutch and Irish special- 


were clever and very amusing. The genuine 
whoops make the play about as realistic as the 


most romantic could desire, 


The Lilly Clay Colossal Gaiety Company is to 
commence a week's engagement at Jacobs & 
Sparrow’s Opera House, commencing next 
Monday, February 10. 
says: The present company is a good one, and 
treating theater patrons to-something new and 
fresh in that line, Lilly Clay’s musical soiree, 
entitled Beauty in Dreamland, opens the show. 
It isa regular minstrel first part, with many 
original ideas and some very good-looking 
women. There are two editions of end 
men, Robert Van Osten and Jas, Sheeran, 
and Emmerson and Cook. Emma Warde 
and Hilda La Porte are in the middle. The 
Sheerans are first on the regular variety 
bill, They do an act full to the brim of funny 
sayings. gags, etc., and know how to make a 
hit. Clay's Metropolitan Four, Wilson, Clarke, 
Davenport and Warde, do very neat songs and 
dances, and are liberally rewarded with ap- 
plause. Rose and Hilda La Porte ure next 
with some new songs. The burlesque, R»bin- 
son Crusoe, is then run on with suitable parts 
for all the artists with the company. Emmer- 
son and Cook, the knock-about comedians and 
acrobats, are voted all right, Alice Townsend 
and ten other shapely beauties then show How 
We Pose. Kittie Love and May Clinton, the 
famous rifie shots, do a difficult act. Hilton, 
the celebrated contortionist, then does his re- 
nowned act, and the show closes with an 
Amazon march. 





Nellie McHenry and her company opened at 
the Academy of Music on Thursday evening in 
Green Room Fan, too late for an extended 
notice in this column this week. 





DRAMATIC NOTES, 


One of Byron’s most successful dramas, 
Cyril’s Success, is to have a revival at the Cri- 
terion theater in London soon. 


Last week the Mirror published reports from 
its correspondents ali over America which in- 
dicate that the present theatrical season has 
been unprecedentedby dull in every part of the 
country. 

John Stetson is now reported to have told 
DOyley Carte that there was not eau-de-vie 
enough in his company of Gondoliers, Stetson 
pronounces it Gone Dollars. D'Oyley Carte, 
with that quick sense of repartee which char- 
acterizes all Englishmen, inete=tly replied, ‘I 
am aware the company lacks pomme de terre, 
Mr. Stetson, and I intend to supply it.” 


Julia Marlowe has been playing in As You 
Like It in New York for the past few weeks, 
and there seems to be trouble among the news- 
paper critics as to whether she can act Rosa- 
lind or not. The Times says she was a failure. 
The Sun says she was asuccess. The Z'ribune 
saysit is not inher. The World says she was 
built forit. The Times says she has no tem- 
perament. The Herald says she is the only 
actress who has any. The Times says nobody 
has played the part since Neilson but Modjeska 
and Rehan. The Sun says it is the best Rosa- 
lind since Neilson. 


James Albery, the adapter of Minnie Mad- 
dern’s play Featherbrain, was _a_bright_and 
most original playwright; he will be remem- 
bered chiefly as the author of the Two Roses, 
Poor Albery was one of those unfortunate men 
whom the world did not seem to appreciate as 
he deserved. He grew discouraged of late 
years and sought solace in the wine cup. 

Years ago, when she was a mere girl, he 
married Mary Moore of Charles Wyndham’s 
company, for whom the Two Roses was written. 
Albery was always very proud of his young 
wife’s success on the stage. 

One day, when he felt particularly down on 
his luck, he said toher: *‘ Ah, Mary, you’rea 
clever-little girl. You should have married a 
better man thao I am.” 

* I did, Jim,” was her reply. 

There seems at present little chance of a 
dearth of child professionals, A family named 
Barrison, of Danish origin, supples no less than 
four juvenile prodigies, each one of whom is 
now under actual engagement. The eldest 
little girl is playing Mignon, and most accept- 
ably too, with the Southern company of Boot- 
les’ Baby ; the next one, little Hansie, has been 
engaged as understudy for Elsie Leslie in The 
Prince and the Pauper at the Broadway thea- 
ter, in which piece also another little sister is 
to be seen ; while the remaining one, Sophie, 
appears in the production of As You Like It at 
Daly's, These precocious little youngsters 
have a firm friend and admirer in Kate Clax- 
ton, who takes a lively interest in them and 
their future. 





The Precocious Kid. 
Visitor—Is Mr. Schmidt at home? 
Freddie (zt. 12)-That’s me or perhaps you 
wish to see old Mr. Schmidt ? 





















































































in America. There’s a grand march by 100 


the spectacular effects throughout the per- 
formance are very fine. Notwithstanding the 
greatness of the attraction the prices have 
been but slightly increased. Entire lower 


Admission to lower floor 
$1, Dress Circle 75c., Gallery 50c, Sale of seats 


and Sparrow's to good businessthis week. Their 
play, On the Frontier, is the same as they 
played here last season though materially im- 
proved in some parts, The incidents of the 
play are as thrilling and exciting as ever, but a 


the Frontier is about the most thrilling example 


ties of P. H. Gardner and Charles Saunders 


Indians with their war paint and their war 


The New York Sun 


Two Poets. 





For Saturday Night. 
There lived a poet once, a famous bard 
Whose muse, enwrap »ed in robes of mystic light 
Soared high above the common herd of men. 
So high it soared it almost passed from sight, 
Even as the cold and brillia-t stars of heaven, 
That shine in chilly splendor from the skies, 
Withhold the radiance of their fairert beams 
Beyond the naked sight of mortal eyes. 
Still there are some pretentious ones who read 
The mystic dreams and fancies of his brain, 
Pedantic minds, who understanding naught, 
Would still have others think they grasp the strain 
Till at tome passage with strange meauing fraught, 
Too subtie far for them to understaxd, 
They rause perplexed, then as with one accord 
Cry out in chorus, ‘‘ How sublime and grand !” 
Oh! gifted bard, I would not try to pluck 
One single leaf from out thy wreath of fame, 
Because I fail to grasp thy subtie thoughts, 
Tis not in thee, but me, where lies the blame. 
Around his tomb the world has bowed in , rief 
And stréwed his grave with bay and laurel leaf. 


There lived and died a poet, years ago, 
A hardy, humble ploughman o: the so:, 
Who sang his heartfelt songs in simplest phrase 
And earned his daily bread by honest toil. 
His songs brought gladness unto many hearths 
And soothed men’s sorrows as with magic spell. 
His name was known in palace and in cot, 
For king and peasant loved the poet well. 
And why? Because he sang of human faith, 
Of human love and human joy and pain, 
The grandest thoughts couched in the simplest words 
The lowliést mind could grasp his meaning plain. 
Oh ! poet ploughman ! thine the laurel leaf, 
Whose songs found answer in the hearts of men, 
Thy name shail live on fame’s immortal scroll 
After his name has passed from mortal ken. 
Thine the true poet toul and gifted mind, 
Whose lyrics reach the heart of all mankind. 
Marnie Jovussarn. 





Gertie. 
Fer Saturday Night. 
From Monday to Monday, from early to late, 
She goes to and fro with her toddliug gait, 


Down the orchard path and among the trees 
With her head all bare to the sun and the breeze. 


Her busy arms swinging, her body all motions, 

And her merry, black eyes full of mischievous notions, 
Her restless fzet hunting for spots to explore, 

Where she chatters such logic ne'er heard of ,efore. 


Out in the barnyard with horses and cows, 

And inanimate things, she delights to carouse, 

Where nothing with horns on or nothiag without them 
Has the slightest feature of terror about them. 


From mother’s to grandma’s and grandma's to mother’s 
She goes with a smile sweeter far than all others, 

And in spite of her pranks that sweet smile will win you, 
No matter how deep is the vengeance within you. 


In all kinds of mischief, in all sorts of plights, 
In the glory of dirt and in kindred delights, 
Incessant she goes with her well-known jog, 
The terror of chi kens and joy of the dog. 


Cheeks full of dimples, eyes full of fun, 
And a smile as bright as the morning sun, 
A voice as winsome as any 801g 

And as full of glee as the day is long. 


A child of two summers, and yet I ween 

She is dearer to me thaa all chiidren have been, 
For her sweet childish graces and innocent airs 
Have completely conquered my heart unawares. 


For often my hours of gloom and despair 

Have been lightened and brightened when she was there, 
And m ny a mean and cynical mood, 

By her merry prattle was changed and subdued. 


Or when I have been heartsick and seeking fér rest, 
With some new frolic charmed I’ve forgotten my quest, 
And oft as she brightensd the way that I trod, - 

She has seemed to me as an angel of God. 


Sick of the city, its jars and ite din, 

Si k of the hate, the deceit and the sin, 

I think of the games we two children have played, 
The gladness we shared and the fun that we made. 


And to-night, as { write, I c.n fancy I see 
Her smile of delight as she greeted me, 
Riding gay in her wagon all fearless of harm— 
The mistress of all and queen of the farm. 
Sam GREENWOOD. 


Al Fresco. 





Maiden with the supple arms, 
All thy graces, all thy charms, 
Here I sing, 
Thou art merry, agile, spry, 
Airy like a butterfly 
On the wing. 


From my window day by day 

Unto thee my fond eyes stray, 
Such a form 

In artistic outlines cast, 

Would, I’m sure, a stoic fast 
Take by storm. 


Thou art not one I know, 

Fragile, dainty, week and slow, 
Overmuch 

Like the vase that she displays, 

Made to look at and to praise, 
Not to touch, 


Thou hast such a wondrous air, 
When thine eyelids ope, my fair, 
And then droop, 

That with quite unconscious art 
Thou dost quickly tie my heart 
In a loop. 


But thou turn’st the other way, 
When to thee my eyes do stray 
All the while— 
Ah, love's les-on thou’lt not learn, 
So I have to sit and yearn 
For thy smile. 


Yes, I have to be content 
To sit here in banishment, 
(Youth ill-starred,) 
Seeing thee in pretty pose 
Beat the mat or hang the clothes 
In the yard! 
Naruan M. Lavy in the Jury. 


Life Made Easy. 


Know what you're ex pected to say 
And then say it, 
Meee eta sk whey 
t, 
Be all things to all men 
true to yourself. 
Grow gracefully oid 
And don’t get on the shelf— 
Learn how to live 
the time you must die, 
You can’t do all this 
But brace up and try. 
E. V. Suwripax, 
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NIGHT. 


ness is grandeur overpowering. Away above A Matter of Adjustment. 
the mists and velvet-footed creeping shadows, 
above the last daring stunted fir, tower the 
grim guardians of this treasure. Grandest 
of all of them is Sir Donald, a magnificent 
monolith soaring over a mile and a half above 
the railway. Sir Donald isin excellent company 
for Cheops, Ross’ Peak and kindred giants are 
close at hand, and in the distance the snowy 
peaks of the Hermit Range and Roger's Pass, a 
portal wrought by Nature’s hand, that man 
might see this faultiess valley. Looking west 
the shining steels were lost in the rounding of 
the famous *‘ Loop,” looking east— Ah! look- 





CORONTO SATURDAY 











A Gleam From a Glacier. 


We had rolled along together, this little 
American and myself, from the St. Lawrence 
to the Selkirks, We had seen the quaintness 
of Quebec, the sombre magnificence of that 
sounding sea, Superior, the tangle of northern 
woods, the billowy sea of prairie grasses rolling 
in long undulations from Winnipeg to Wonder- 
land, a sea that bears upon its far-reaching 
breast, not stately ships, but “‘ prairie schoon- 
ers”; a sea with no hidden rocks, with no 
ports but imports and exports, but a sea never- 
theless, tor no word applies better—it is a sea 





Noted People. 


The Prince of Wales has cut himself down to 
three cigars a day and ten cigarettes. 

According to Sir Edwin Arnold, Edgar A. 
Poe and Joaquin Miller are the two American 
poets whe are sure to live forever. 

The Duke of Connaught is timed to arrive in 
Canada, from Japan, towards the end of May 
next, and arrangements have been made fora 
month's stay in the Dominion. 

The youngest millionaire in New York, if 
not in the world, is Marshall Roberts, son of 
























































































































































































































































































_ light the Saal ee et = ots who is worth of wind-swept grasses and bending grain. We | ing east. | 
ma $5,000,000, and only : in years old. had traversed like pilgrims in spiric to that | There was the spectacle of spectacles, the 
aa At King Humbert’s express wish the Italian | great gateway, the Gap, and passed its frown- | sight we had paused to see, the great Asulkan 
es, Government is about to establish in New York | ing portal unchallenged and entered the | Glacier, the ice-king of the Selkirks ! 
sms and Brooklyn four Italian schools, where will | Canadian Paradise, where the Great Giver of We got alpenstocks and started up the mile 
be taught the English and Italian Janguages. | all good has reared temples prodigious to prove | and a half trail, I in shooting togs, cords from 
read The recumbent statue of the Emperor Fred- | bis power and piled mountain marvels in vast | head to foot, and heavy boots, the little son of 
~ erick for his tomb has been finished in the clay | Succession, where every ravine might well be a | Uncle Sam garbed in purple and fine linen, 
ht, by Prof. Begas of Berlin. Frederick is clad in | cathedral and every soaring peak an altar; | patent leathers and plug hat. It was a smart 
ee the cuirassier uniform and lies in his cloak on | Where man might come and be impressed, and, | walk, though the way is easy enough, even for 
eet a huze sarcophagus. The hands are crossed on | throwing aside his worldly shackles, his end- | ladies, and I swung along merrily for I was 
ccord the breast and hold a laurel wreath and the hilt | less scheming, his business toils and troubles, | eager to reach the marvel. At last we paused 
na!” of a sword. find rest and health and strength, and forget | by the grand fore-foot of the ice-monarch and I 
s ‘Two beautiful women who graced the st once ee aa eee ae nee ee what the glacier meant. The roar of 
h French throne loved violets above all flowers— ens of a power tha : good, e Illecilliwaet filled our ears as it raged 
8, reared this stately array of colossai monuments | beneath our feet; around vs were th re 
me. Josephine and Eagenie. Napoleon, too, ad- | a4 beautified thie Canadian land until its like | haunts of sh sal 4 : Mi 
rief mired the fragrant purple blossoms, devoting shy mountain goat and savage ma tae)! 
| leaf, much time to their culture in St. Helena, and | °22° be found upon the globe. bear, we were in the stronghold of the | lh 
or ; We had climbed up and up until we were | grizzly and his cousins plantigrade. The dim- PAL i | . ae 
when his coffin was borne to France it was P & m MO Vinacllsauaay ee dmnerdlbs 
massed with violets. ap oe eee = yp racaerryy hy Sie was filled with wonder and SET a) i" } yee * i| 
passed the lofty summit, descended, an ndu in extravagant outbursts of admira- Wt : 
hrase The Emperor William differs from Bismarck | climbed again, seeing scenes too numerous to | tion, vowing that the Yosemite and Yellow. or 
; upon the proper course to pursue in interaal | ,, kept distinct, and too lovely for pen or | stone paled into utter insignificance before this 
‘ade a a (pe wn omega oe to the tongue to describe with justice, and now we | crowning triumph, this masterpiece of Nature’s | Yes, it had to be admitted, he was gloomy and unfitted for the drain required to measure to occasions as they rise ; 
eida ts a * athe ri gery tania “eae were about to see one of the crowning glories | handiwork. And well he might, for twas a For on every sheet of paper, by a hyper-nervous caper, came a face of mournful sweetaess with an April in the eyes. 
° prominent eaciice ike va a. goverament of alli—one of the wondersof the world. It was | scene well calculated to fill one’s mind with April eyes with April weather, sunny smiles and tears together, moods amazing, sweet, capricious, all that ravish us or 
th, astrange journey we took. We sat side by | awe. From our very feet to the mountain vex,— 
groups, ead announces, too, that he will visit side upon the head of our tireless steed with | peaks above us was one tremendous mass of | These, in every phase inviting, laughed or languished through his writing ; for he'd left in tears that morning just the 
plest words the Danish court in the spring. naught to impede a perfect view of the glori- | ice. A river solidified, the St. Lawrence in ice, sweetest of the sex. 
y plain. Mr. George William Curtis recently expressed | ous course he ran. Before, an ever-changing | a river halted in a sheer descent, bound forever | True, the bee had sipped the clover ; true, the honeymoon was over; but the dews of dawns succeeding had new rich 
f, in print the opinion that the chief object of | panorama of frowning rocks and many-tinted | on that dangerous incline, an awful power "pees for his lige : (rapes f P : 
f men, what he calls *‘ the great newspaper of to day” foliage, of vast ravines shrouded in vague | checked in its downward rush and manacled | So it wasn’t incompleteness, nor the lees of surfeit sweetness ; for the brooklet isn’t emptied when the feathered rover 
- is not to report the news, but to influence | purple vapors or wreathed with snowy mists, | there to the mountain side—a fragment of the dips. 
e people’s minds; and that it is an unfair and | dim, ghostly haunts wherein one’s fancy might | Beginning—to endure unto the End! ons No, the deeps were still unsounded, the horizon yet unbounded ; ‘twas a matter of adjustment that had gone awry a 
- dishonest advocate, which habitually exagger- | picture the homes of mountain sprite and / and «ons ago the surrounding peaks were bit,— : 
: JOUSBAYR. ates, perverts, ignores or ridicules the facts. in | weird unknown things. Below great fractures | thrust upward in some amazing convulsion, | An attempt at self-assertion,—a laborious exertion to explain a crude position with a cruder lack of wit. 
order to suit its purposes and to bolster its | in the bed-rock, chinks in the Titanic founda. | tearing their way through the glacial cover- | There were habits he depicted, that he didn’t want restricted ; nothing villanous or vital ; all he wanted was his way. 
argument. tion-work of the world, where captive torrents | ing and bearing upwards in their rise this | And witn matters thus adjusted, all their intercourse, he trusted, wou'd be roses, dew, and glamour in a never-ending May. 
The Lord Chancellor of England, Lord Salis- growled hoarsely and ae sae plunged in | frozen fragment grasped in stony hand, Did she catch his meaning? ‘ Surely,” said his little wife, demurely. ‘' You’re to mix your cakes and kisses with a 
bury, lives in a plain, flat, red building, partly | savage efforts to be free. Above, majestic pin-| the fiogers mountain peaks, the palm a aii Gdediiekias me , ry Fi 
overgrown with ivy and very unpretentious in | nacles of cold gray rocks, thrust darkly through | valley. From that enduring grasp this token My desires must be in keeping with your——” Here she fell to weeping, and he had to leave ber comfortless, for words 
general appearance. He loves greatly to play | the scroll of clouds and showing clear and | of what was will never escape, it is there had no avail. 
rn the villager, and his habits are of the simplest | sharp against the farther blue in the sunshine | and there to stay. Looking at it I strove . . ° . . ’ . . . . . . 
kind : he does not even smoke. But he is very above the storm-path. Scanding silently im-| vainly to grasp what it signified, strove to | So you see his thoughts and phrases had to take abnormal phases ; it was natural to conjure out of vacancy a face ; 
aia proud of his large and well-chosen library; | perious above the gusty blasts and hurried | pierce the gloom of centuries and realize what | Right enough this incompleteness——‘ Hem!” @ voice of witching sweetness ; then a pair of arms were folded round 
_ and woe betide any one who, after using a | changes below, like seers of eld seemingly in | jt had seen. Could it but speak! What might his neck in soft e. brace. 
Rei, book, fails to restore it to its appointed place, | touch with distant worlds; seers sage 4nd | it not reveal of the world’s youth and growth, | ‘George.”—the word had music in it,—‘ don’t turn round, dear, for a minute ; I will try to catch the wisdom of your 


of the strange war of forces, of vegetation ex- logio if I can ; 

tinct, of the very formation of earth's present | But I always though} adjusting came from patience, yield’ng, trusting ; then I didn’t know how hard it was for one to 
surfece, of the battle between night and light, bea men. 

of rude forms of primitive life, of those fright- | «So, if yielding is your weakness, I will bear it, dear, with meekness ; but I've thought of one conditioa——” ‘So 
ful gigantic creatures, the pre-historic brutes have I,” he murmured, “‘ too.” 


hoary, seeing clearer in the brighter air, calm 
and unshaken by lower things. Or like the 
figures of age steadfastly raised, silently wait- 
ing and pointing the heavenward way. Be- 
hind, the steam and smoke and serpent like 









An English gentleman, who is a great col- 

lector of antiquities and letters, has in his pos- 

ut them session a letter written by his Majesty King 
George LII., a reply to a plea made on behalf of 
one condemned to bs hanged for some trifling 























mother’s cause, a8 was customary in those days. ‘The length of the heavily-freighted train, winding | whose bones amaze us to-day. Yea! even of | And he added, in contrition, ‘I agree to this condition,—that if ever I’m inclined to yield, ’twill be, mydear, to you.” 
ai you, excuse you urged,” said his Majesty, “is not an and writhing and twisting like some living | that awful first-breaking, when the plowshare | « Splendid !”’ cried his angel, sweetly. ‘‘ If you yield, then yield completely ; and there hasn’t been a moment quite so 
thing as it struggled on its curving way along | was shaped from silvery ice, when the furrows opportune as this.” 


ou. uncommon one under similar circumstances, 
and I can only reply, let justice take its course,” 


Ic is with universal pleasure that the reports 
of continued improvement in the health of His 
Majesty the King of Spain are read throughout 
the whole of Europe. There is always strong 

= sympathy with the sufferings of children, and 
a special sentiment attaches itself to this child 
king, um whose life so much’ depends, The 
royal boy, from his utterances and taking 
ways, must be a lovable little fellow. His 
mother fairly idolizes him, and during his ill- 
ness has never relaxed her watch. 










were valleys and mountains and reached across | Then he quickly turned and faced her. and because it ryhmea—embraced her ; then, unmindful of the office-boy, she 
continents. We stood and gazed at this plow- gave her sl.ve a kive.—Lippincott’s Magazine. 

share in mute wonder, we saw its huge furrow, 
a ‘‘morraine” of high piled rounded bowlders 
and masses of rock torming a breastwork be- 
hind which a regiment might fight in safety. 
We scanned its calm cold face, seamed by time 
and scarred by the warring of ages of opposing 
forces, we saw the plow and its work and 
thought of ‘“‘ Who held it,” and we felt 
the impressive influence of our surround- 
ings and yielded that homage due to a 
fragment of Eternity, an illustration of a 
power that passes understanding. Strange, 


the mountain sides. We were ahead of noise 
and all, we could feel the laboring efforts of 
our mighty courser, its tireless striving at the 
ascents, its deep, strong breathing and fierce 
strength, until it seemed to thrill with gener- 
ous life, until its throbbing seemed the beating 
of a gigantic heart and this thing that thrust us 
so smoothly and rapidly through the fresh sweet 
atmosphere, was no creation of man’s buta living 
breathing creature. We felt like little children 
lifted up by friendly arms that we might have 
a better view of some superb painting and task 
our baby minds to grasp what was thus made 
closer and plainer and see what we could but 








































Mr. Gladstone’s literary activity seems to be 






































































ae there, insatiable, He will soon have to have a maga- | guess at from our own small level. Gliding | groaning, grinding sounds came from it, for 

zine all to himself, especially as his old and | around a deep valley and almost doubling | its fetters, though secure, do not hold it aito- 

forgotten contributions are discovered to have | upon our course, we presently rounded a/ gether motionless, Onward and downward it 

‘est, capacity for running magazines that reprint | sudden curve and our iron steed halted. We | creeps as it has ever done, straining over its 
y quest, them into a third edition, Merry England | dismounted feeling that we were deserting a | alloted number of inches, never altogether crashed through some treacherous shell like | He gives them the privilege of copying any of 
f is but the pioneer of many other magazines in | friend indeed. yielding, never slacking its fight for freedom. glass, into a water cave a mile deep? But it | the art works that may be there from time to 
this respect. Mr. Gladstone finds the publi-| ‘Americus, did it strike you that engine | An indescribable sense of awe comes over you | ¥#S crossed too quickly for thought, and on 1| time. He mentioned to me a few days ago his 
cations of one world insufficient, and he is be- | appeared alive?” in the presence of this frozen thing that defies | S!id to tne last great terrace and down to earth | intention of a trip to England shortly to pur- 
. coming as regular a contributor to the North “Tt is alive.” time. We felt its icy breath on our faces ; we again, too tired to stand. ; chase casts of the antique for the use of the 
le. American as he is to the Nineteenth Century. Before us was a smooth shaved green lawn | heard its groaning and dull, faint sounds of The son of Uncle Sam was jubilant. students. Among those present I observed 
Messrs. J. W. L. Forster, R. C. A., A. F. Wick- 






struggling waters that raged and fought their| “S®Y, partner, that’s just about the dodrat- 
way from its very heart to the stream beside | test jobI ever saw a man tackle. My, youcame 
us, and as we heard we thrilled with wonder | @Whoopin’. I thought you were falling wheu 
tinged with fear. For how many centuries has | 1 saw that black speck break away, then I 
it hung there captive, straining its bands in an | C@¥ght onto your game and timed you. Just 
unceasing forward effort, ever striving and | ten minutes coming down.” 

waiting to be freed? How many months, The short twilight was closing ere I was 
years or ages must it wait ere the shackles are rested. I could feel the jarring for hours after, 
loosed and that frightful force is released to | but I had slid down the Great Glacier. We 
plunge down on its path of destruction? What | turned to go, then faced about for one last 
if it started now? What if it parted at that | ook. "Twas well we did. The shadows were 
immense curve with which it bends from the | Piling in the valley and climbing swiftly up the 
peaks to the steep descent—a curve to which it | ice-plane hiding its brilliance. Suddenly 
seems impossible that ice could be bent with- | through a fissure in the crest of a distant 
out parting? It makes one’s flesh creep to | T@28¢ shot a great golden ray of light, piercing 
think of it. the shadows and striking full on the glacier's 
crest. It seen:ed like a gleaming arrow shot 
from a loophole in the huge grey fortress, 
sticking fast to the frozen target and turning 
every point and facet to dazzling jewels, till 
they blazed with many-tinted splendor as 
though the gems of the world were all piled in 
careless heaps—a mountain of emerald. It 
lasted but a moment, then paled as suddenly 
asitappeared. it was the sun’s last salute, 
the day was done and the glacier lay a pale, 
lifeless thing stretched on a velvet bier. 

Ep. W. Sanpys. 


with trim gravel paths and fountains spout- 
ing high on right and left. Behind us was the 
foamy Illecilliwaet River, an infant born of 
glaciers less than two miles away, a lusty loud- 
voiced mountain child, just old enough to 
make a tumult. The air was filled with the 
freshness of torrents, with the roar of swift 
waters and -the tinkle of falling drops, 
and half hid by a rainbow mist was 
a@ pretty little chalet, a fragment of 
city taste, a scrap of modern fashion 
conjured by the wizard money from the distant 
East and perched there in the wilds alone, a 
resting-place for wealth, a lodging for fasnion- 
able pilgrims to this latter-day Mecca. 

Shall I attempt. to describe that valley? Im- 
agine an immense V-shaped cleft, its sides 
sheer mountain steeps, its base just broad 
enough to yield room for the rushing river and 
the railway. Upon what approaches a level 
and up the steeps as high as they dare venture 
are silent phalanxes of tirs, rank upon rank, 
tier upon tier, dark and voiceless, unshaken by 
the winds that sweep the bare crests away 
above, halted and waiting like an army at at- 
tention, awaiting an order to advance that 
never comes. Here and there, from summits 
to vases, the mountains are scarred and the 
particolored rocks show bare in great stripes. 
These are the tracks of avalanches ; these are 
where the round shot and shells ot ice, fired 
from above the clouds, struck and plowed 
their way through the green-clad battal- 
ions, where the white hosts of the snow 
charged down, sweeping everything be- 
fore them, leaving not one vestige of 
vegetation in their track and piling thous- 
ands of trees in splintered ruins beyond the 
living wall of green that kindly hides the dead 
from view. At intervals amid the sombre firs 
are bright flames of gold where the poplars 
have felt the frost, and over all is spread a 
gauzy curtain of haze, that screening mask 
that Nature has granted the dving Indian 
summer, so that we need not realize the end 
is near nor witness the gradual decay too 
clearly. Wonderful shadows s‘retch across this 
narrow vale, creeping hither and thither as 
clouds cross the zenith, or marking the sun’s 
progress as the day runson, It is a dream of 
beauty where a dreamer can revel in poesy to 
his soul’s satiety. But the softness has a stern 
limit to its upward reach. Beyond this loveli- 





Laiy Louisa Bruce, a collateral descendant 
of King Robert the Bruce, lately unveiled in 
the Abbey Church, Dunfermline, Scotland, a 
handsome monumental brass over the tomb of 

:ENWOOR. that brave and unhappy monarch, whose re- 
mains were discovered in a vault beneath the 
churca in 1818, after their resting-place had 
been forgotten for centuries. It would seem a 
Somewhat tardy remembrance, after five hun 
dred years of indifference, to set up a brass to 
the m:mory of the man who won the battle of 
Bannockburn, whe forced the haughty Edward 
to acknowledge the independence of Scotland, 
and from whese veins came the blood of the 
houses of Siuart and Brunswick. 


son, Geo. Harper, W. R Gregg, J. A. Radford, 
E. B. Jarvi-, Ernest Wilby and C. J. Gibson. 
The subject for next competition is A Country 
Railway Station. 
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The monthly business meeting of the Art 
Students’ League was held on Tuesday evening 
in their rooms in the Imperial Bank building. 
A number of new members were elected. It 
was decided to divide honorary members into 
two classes—viz., those who wished to sketch 
from the model occasionally and those who 
merely wished to be connected with the 
League without working. The former will be 
charged an annual fee of five dollars. On ac- 
count of the necessity of having to vacate their 
present quarters in a short time the League 
appointed a committee to find suitable rooms, 


but up to the time of writing no place had been 
| 


Rosi Bonheur, the great animal painter, 
wears the Cross of the Legion of Honor, and 
M. Peyrol, her brother-in-law, now tells us how 
the distinction was gained. The Empress 
ask-d for it for the artist, but the request could 
not bs granted. The cross had never been 
given to a woman, and the munisters protested 
against a precedent. But the Empress bided 
her time till the following year, when, during 
the absence of the Emperor in Algeria, she 
acted as regent. Qae morning a servant hur- 
riedly entered R»sa Bonheur's studio with the 
@0nouncement that the Empress was below. 
In another minute she was in the studio bor- 
towing a pin from one of her ladies. The Em- 
Press then kissed the artist, who, glancing 
dowa, saw the Cross of the Legion of Honor 
pinned on her breast. 


Mr. Vernon Smith, C. E., who died a fort- 

night age in Ottawa, was once divisional 

Superintendent on one of the great English 

tailways, An interesting incident in connec- 

tion with his life is now related. In her 

Journey toand from Scotland, Queen Victoria 

traveled by the road with which Mr. Smith 

» Jury. Was connected. It was the custom for each 

divisional superintendent to take an engine 

and run over his division ahead of the royal 

train, to see that no obstructions were on the 

track, Quce the engine of the royal train 

broke down in a tunnel. A dense fog hung 

©ver the entrance, and danger thre atened the 

Sovereiga’s life, Signals were set as soon as 

Possible, and the affsir was hushed so quickly 

and effectually that few people tn England 

Knew of the narrow escape of Her Majesty 
the Queen. 


I looked up to the flashing fragments gleam- 
ing with countless prismatic tints where the 
grind is fiercest as the ice-torrent bends from 
the heights, and vowed toclimb it. The little 
American would have none of it, but volun- 
teered to wait two hours. Up the forefoot I 
went, sounding the ice carefully for dangerous 
places, for a slip might mean an everlasting 
tomb in some emerald cave. For two hours I 
climbed steadily up, sometimes walking, some- 
times creeping, sometimes halting, until at last 
I reached a barrier which could not be passed 
save by a bird. Here was piled a chaotic collec- 
tion of spheres and cubes of clearest ice. From Art and Artists. 
the ground they appeared but particles, when 
reached they were masses of many tons weight. The first meeting of the Toronto Architec- 
The sun had forsaken the deeper valley, but I | tural Sketching Club was held in their new 
caught him again ere pausing for the last time, | rooms last week, when a number of clever 
and that view alone was worth the toil, The | sketches for An Entrance were exhibited for 
American was invisible, he was too far away. | competition. Mr. Charles Lennox occupied the 
An insane notion seized me, and sitting astride | chair. The critic of the evening was Mr. Frank 
the stout alpenstock I thrust my feet wide | Darling, R.C.A., whose just and gentlemanly 
apartand well ahead and started down. I went | criticisms and quaint witticisms won many 
down! Down, down, faster and faster, sliding | plaudits from the members. The successful 
and jarring over the rough and gliding swiftly | ones were Ernest: Wilby ist, J. A. Radford 2nd. 
down long polished reaches, an animated three: | At the next meeting, February 11, Mr. Gambier 
legged toboggan and a fool if you will for tak- | Bonsfield; A.RI.B.A., will give a paper on 
ing the chances. The wild excitement of the | Different Styles of Gothic. The balance of the 
joyous flight made me forget dangers and all, | evening will be devoted to time sketching, 
and I yelled from sheer delight as the speed in- | All their artist friends are invited, Mr, 
creased, My boot-heels rasped and scraped | J. W. L. Forster, on the evening of February 
ahead and the iron point of the alpenstock | 25 will lecture to the Sketch Club on the Study 
rang louder and louder as I drove it harder | of the Antique, Mr. Thompson of the Toronto 
against the surface, but mishap or no, the | Art Gallery has made a generous offer of a 
slide was worth the peril. Once I swerved | room for a small consideration to this society, 
from my chosen course and fairly gasped as I | with the advantage of perusing all the art 
heard a hollow sound below. What if I | magazines ,and_ leading periodicals'of the day. 


selected. An interesting discussion took place 
on composition sketches. 





Men’s Women, 


To begin with, she is old enough to know her 
world thoroughly ; yet. though she need never 
have been beautiful she must have kept her 
youth. She is in no sense a light woman, 
neither is she over intellectual ; she would not 
speak Greek, even if shecould. Sheis a crea- 
ture of infinite tact, whom every being with 
the outward semblance of a man interests pro- 
foundly. With nim she is always at her best, 
and she conirives iv get out of him the best 
there is. She listens well, and grows sympa- 
thetic as she listens. Has he a special weak- 
ness? she half tempts him to believe it is a vir- 
tue, An adept in the subtlest forms of flattery, 
she would force the meanest of us to shine 
even when he is ill at ease. And yet, above 
all, she remains sincere. Her interest in him 
is real, and survives the fleeting moment. He 
is a man; that is to say, for her, the brightest 
page in nature’s book. She respects conven- 
tion, knowing well when she may venture to 
be unconventional; yet she is unapproachable 
and irreproachable, In return, he adores her. 
—From ‘The Point of View,” in February 

er. 
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Professional Jealousy. 


Milkman, with concern—Did the milk left 
yesterday taste of water, mum? 

‘ Housekeeper—I didn’t notice any different 
asre. 

Milkman (with a breath of relief)--T've gota - 
new boy, who has been workin’ for that milk 
dealer round the corner, mum; an’ I thought 
p’raps, while I wasn’t lookin’, he might have 
forgot hisself an’ puc water in it.” 
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Good-bye Bohemia, 


Madame Roland of the French Pension for 
Governesses in Bayswater gave a ‘‘send-off” 
party, before I left England for Canada, to a 
small number of Bohemians. We were all 
there. Dot and Birdie Gray and Druce and 
Percy. An elderly gentleman named Weston 
was there also, with his nephew, Mr. Barber, 
who wore a high “masher” collar and was 
much given to singing Irish comic songs with 
an English accent. 

We had a very nice supper brought in from 
the Grid by a shiny waiter with one eye, who, 
with Josephine, Madame’s French servant, 
waited on us at table. 

They squabbled a good deal and when conver- 
sation lagged we could hear old Josephine 
scolding away in French, which, as_ the 
waiter did not understand a word she 
was saying, he bore with strong calmness, 
After supper we had some dancing. I got Mr. 
Barker for my partner, and as he danced ina 

. slow and fearful manner on my toes, I was 
glad when it was over. 

Then Mr. Weston, who prided himself on his 
dramatic talent, got up to act a scene atter 
Macready. 

* No actor who ever lived,” quoth Mr. Wes- 
ton, ‘‘could fall un the stage as Macready did, 
and I propose to show you, ladies and gentle- 
men, how he did it. I have studied the part 
for a long time, and I have been told ”"—com- 
placentiy—*‘ that I do it very like Macready.” 

Whereupon Mr. Weston cleared a space in 
the middle of the room and—commenced opera- 
tions. He was a large bald-headed man, with 
a fishy eye, and wore a closely buttoned-up 
frock coat. 

All I can say is that if Macready looked any- 
thing like him, as he strode, high tragedy fash- 
ion about the room, with one hand holding in 
his forehead and’the-other thrust in his breast, 
and a look on his face as though he had eaten 
something which had disagreed with him, I 
shall never regret not having seen Macready. 
Presently he fell down like the great actor, 
I presume—only Mr. Weston fell with his head 
dn the coal-scuttle, and when he got up he had 

ete @ black patch on the bald part which gave him 
a an inexpressibly funny look for the rest of the 
evening. 

Dot (wicked little woman) asked Mr. Barker 
for a comic song. So that youth who was not 
efflicted with bashfulness stood up and gave us 
the following classic ditty with a fine English 
accent : 

Tim Finnigan lived in Capel street, 
An Irish gintleman—rather odd, 

He'd a t uch of the brozue both nate an’ sweet, 
An’ to.rise in the wurruld, he carried a hod. 

I thought Perey would have a fit, he was 
black in the face with suppressed laughter— 
and small wonder! for Mr. Barker's rendering 
of Tim Finnigan's Wake, was the funniest 
thing imaginable. 

The evening wore awav merrily and some- 
body made a nice little speech about me and 
wished me back in the New Country and then 
we broke up. 

They all promised toe see me off next day, so it 
‘was ‘not \yet:geod-bye. When they were gone, 
II went up with Dot and Birdie to have the last 
‘chat in the dear dingy old London house. 
‘But we got very blue indeed, and found 
‘we had nothing to say that had not 
been said before, so we did the most 

-sensible thing and went to bed. 

The girls came down with me to the Euston 
station next day, and there we found Percy and 
Druce—and somebody else—and it was “* Good- 
bye, Kit,” now. I shall never forget the little 
group on the platform on that 25th of June. 

Birdie was bright and cheerful to the last, 
but little Dot was crying—while Percy and 
Druce spoke of the small thing it was nowa- 

days to take a run over to Canada. 

** You might see us any day, Kit, so cheer 
ap. We will have some Bohemian evenings 
over in Toronto someday !” 

Ah that someday ! 

At last I took my seat in the long train, and 
fei my friends crowded around me to say good-bye 
to —then ho! for the good ship Circassian and 
? Canada! The girls thrust two deep red roses 
f inte my hands (the dear withered things lie 
near me asI write) and Percy put a packet of 
mew books into the carriage, and I think Druce 
bought up every paper and magazine he could 
lay hold of at the bookstall. 

While somebody put a wee parcel on the seat 
beside me, and then the bell rang and the train 
steamed slowly away. 

I looked at the little group of kindly Bohem- 
ians—at a white strained face which I shall 
never forget—and the tears rained down on the 
little Eoglish roses. Kirt. 
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The men who accomplish the most never 
geem in a hurry, no matter how much they 
have to do. Everybody must have observed 
that. They are not troubled for lack of time, 
for they make the most of the minutes by 
working in a cool, clear, orderly and method- 
ical fashion, finishing each task properly, 
and not wasting their nervous force on trifles 
or expending it in bustle, They never coim- 

ain of overwork. They are more likely to be 
ee up new work to do, in order to give 
their faculties more varied employment and to 
exercise some which are not sufficiently used. 

Self-respect is the foundation of character 
and of progress. Break it down and nothing 
valuable can be built upon the ruins ; establish 
it firmly and no one can tell how noble a 
structure of virtue and happiness may not be 
raised. 






































































the hands of the society. 
excellently, especially in the florid passages, 
and was satisfactorily assisted by Mrs. Milne, 
Mr. Clarke and Mr. Blight. 
that the committee is able to announce that 
owing to generous and general support, the 
society’s operations for the season are wpon a 
solid and paying financiai basis. 
> 


* bikes” and their riders, when the Toronto 
Bicycle Club gave a really fine entertainment 
in the Academy of Music. Wery well arranged 
tableaux, designed by Mr. Bell-Smith and 
Mr. J. Fraser Bryce, were agreeable fea- 
tures of the evening’s programme. Further 
evidence of the club’s resowrces was given 
by the excellent singing of the Glee Club 
under the direction of Mr. BE. FT. Coates. The 
club is composed of some twenty odd very good 
voices, whose singing was neat and clean and 
nicely shaded. A little more speed and dash 
would have been desirable, but this will no 
doubt come in good time if the club keeps up 


Mr. Whitney Mockridge, both welcome visitors 
to Toronto. 
voice, and gave charming renditions of her 
songs, Sunset, Because of Thee, and Spring. 
tide. 
Salve Dimora, and three ballads, ’Tis All That 
I Can Say, Come Into the Garden, Maud, 
and Then You'll Remember Me. 
always good and he was especially happy in his 
renditions on this occasion. 
cornet solos, as usual, were very popular pum- 
bers on the programme. 
were very well played by Miss Hattie Mock- 
ridge and Mr. A. T. Burns. 


the Conservatory of Music took place on Mon- 
day evening before a crowded audience, whose 
approval was frequent and emphatic. 


sung by the Philharmonic Society, with well- 
known solo talent, on Thursday evening next. 


for an hour's use of the sleigh)—One of mine. 
Sophie’s while we are out. 
many biocks is it 


miles, but it is such a romantic drive, Mr. 
Wigsey. 


tan, I'll wager you know your Burke better 
than I[ do, 


Grace could stump me on Bradstreet.—Life, 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


The Drama. 


Put Minnie Maddern wherever you will, sur- 
round her with whatever characters you will, 
put into her mouth what language you will, 
and she will still make a strong impression. 
That is because she is magnetic. It is because 
she has a marked individualism and because 
she speaks and acts totally unlike any one else 
you ever saw on the stage. But she does not 
impress everybody favorably—not half as many 
as she should, Those who go to the theater 
solely to feast the eye on the graces of the 
human form divine as exemplified in the female 
face and form—the patrons of the comic operas 
and the burlesque—don’t see much in Minnie 
Maddern. Nature has not blessed her, or cursed 
her, with much beauty. People at the Grand the 
other night looked at her light auburn locks 
and then looked up at ‘* Aurora preceding the 
chariot of the sun,’ at the top of the proscenium 
arch to see if any of the horses were white. I 
remember many, many years ago when a boy, 
seeing at a fall fair a side show placard in 
garish colors tearing a wonderful device repre- 
senting a steam man. He was attired much 
after the fashion of our ancestors who came 
over with the Conqueror, and wore cast iron 
clothes. He breathed fire and smoke and the 
inscription testified in bold letters that here was 
The Horse of the Future, I paid my dime and 
went in to see this man-horse—this centaur of 
modern times, There I saw a tin thing shaped 
something like a man, fastened to a rod which 
revolved on a pivot. At the other end of the 
rod was a box of stones to balance the coming 
horse. A small steam engine concealed in his 
bosom furnished the motive power. I was 
somewhat disappointed, but I waited half an 
hour till the proprietor got steam up and the 
wonder walked. So did [. Minnie Maddern 
does not walk exactly as the steam man did, 
but I was reminded of my early experience 
when I saw her in Featherbrain on Monday 
evening. She is not fair and stately. She is 
not plump and pretty. She is not built to show 
off a Worth dress in good style, or to be an 
excellent background for sparkling jewels. 
On the contrary, she is slender, lithe and 
anguiar. But she has a great head, even if it 
is red. She speaks and moves and a thrill 
passes through her audience, they know not 
why. That is the influence of a powerful and 
magnetic intelligence, Genius acts the same 
way. 






















































































She has met with the greatest success in New 
York and Philadelphia and will no doubt 
become immensely popular here. The com- 
edians are E. J. Lonnen and Charles Danby 
who introduce several taking and popular 
songs. The dancing by the four original 
Gaiety girls headed by Miss Florence 
Levey is novel and graceful. The scenery 
and costumes are bright and for har- 
mony in coloring have never been equaled 
in America, There’s a grand march by 100 
young ladies led by full military band and 
the spectacular effects throughout the per- 
formance are very fine. Notwithstanding the 
greatness of the attraction the prices have 
been but slightly increased. Entire lower 
floor and first four rows of Dress Circle $1.50, 
last rows Circle $1. Admission to lower floor 
$1, Dress Circle 75c., Gallery 50c. Sale of seats 
begins next Thursday. 


Hardie and Von Leer have played at Jacobs 
and Sparrow's to good businessthis week. Their 
play, On the Frontier, is the same as they 
played here last season though materially im- 
proved in some parts. The incidents of the 
play are as thrilling and exciting as ever, but a 
number of musical specialties have been in- 
serted to soothe the savagery of the rest of the 
play. For those who like Western drama On 
the Frontier is about the most thrilling example 
of it that travele. The Dutch and Irish special- 
ties of P. H. Gardner and Charles Saunders 
were clever and very amusing. The genuine 
Indians with their war paint and their war 
whoops make the play about as realistic as the 
most romantic could desire. 

a 


The Lilly Clay Colossal Gaiety Company is to 
commence a week’s engagement at Jacobs & 
Sparrow’s Opera House, commencing next 
Monday, February 10. The New York Sun 
says: The present company is a good one, and 
treating theater patrons to-something new and 
fresh in that line, Lilly Clay’s musical soiree, 
entitled Beauty in Dreamland, opens the show. 
It isa regular minstrel first part, with many 
original ideas and some very good-looking 
women. There are two editions of end 
men, Robert Van Osten and Jas. Sheeran, 
and Emmerson and Cook. Emma Warde 
and Hilda La Porte are in the middle. The 
Sheerans are first on the regular variety 
bill, They do an act full to the brim of funny 
sayings, gags, etc., and know how to make a 
hit. Clay's Metropolitan Four, Wilson, Clarke, 
Davenport and Warde, do very neat songs and 
dances, and are liberally rewarded with ap- 
plause. Rose and Hilda La Porte ure next 
with some new songs. The burlesque, Robin- 
son Crusoe, is then run on with suitable parts 
for all the artists with the company. Emmer- 
son and Cook, the knock-about comedians and 
acrobats, are voted all right. Alice Townsend 
and ten other shapely beauties then show How 
We Pose. Kittie Love and May Clinton, the 
famous rifle shots, do a difficult act. Hilton, 
the celebrated contortionist, then does his re- 
nowned act, and the show closes with an 
Amazon march. 






























































































The Toronto Choral Society’s concert on 
January 30, was a very enjoyable one, though 
not by any means a brilliant event. It was 
rather of the solid description. The Mass, 
Mozart's Coronation, which was the first work 
of the chorus, is like so many others of the 
masses, interesting and good musically but 
utterly devoid of all devotional feeling. 
Still it served to fill in a half hour for 
chorus and orchestra very acceptably. The 
chorus was out of balance, the sopranos being 
in greater weight than the other parts. Still 
the tone was good and bright, the attacks were 
smart and crisp—more so than usual—and the 
music was well rehearsed. Mr. Fisher had his 
forces well in hand and was bright and 
alert in his tempos. Of the _ soloists, 
Mrs. Clara E. Shilton sang very well in- 
deed, though showing a little nervousness, and 
a slight dilatoriness of attack. Her voice is 
well suited to this style of music and she had 
quite an enthusiastic reception. Mr. 3light 
did very well too, his intonation being clear 
and distinct. The tenor, Mr. Charles Herbert 
Clarke of New York, was sufficiently good to 
be pleasing, and was a very careful and con- 
scientious singer withal. 

* 
















The orchestra was as usual somewhat un- 
equal in quality, having a fairly full wind 
section, and a light string side. The strings 
were very good, however, though the second 
violins might have been a little more certain in 
their work. Still they gave very acceptable 
renderings of Mozart’s Titus overture and of 
the accompaniments to the mass. But it was 
under Signor D’Auria’s direction that the 
orchestra showed its excellence when his new 
cantata, The Sea-King’s Bride, was begun. Sig. 
nor D'Auria’s work is ambitious in treatment, 
especially in the orchestral scoring, and pre- 
sents plenty of difficulties to both singers and 
instrumentalists. Heisa thorough master of 
the art of instrumentation, and presents in the 
cantata a plentiful variety of tasteful and 
agreeable tone-coloring, and he has the pati- 
ence to be aetinite in form and development. 
His weakness, or rather his lack of strength, 
lies in the occasional lack of continuous melody 
in places. His prelude is very sombre in char- 
acter, and does not at all suggest the airy and 
sparkling passages that delight the ear later 
when the Water Sprites come into the story. 
In the work he has given to the Water Sprites, 
and especially in the last chorus with soprano 
obligato, Signor D'Auria has produced beauti- 
fully graceful and dainty effects, and a brilliant 
ensemble. He was ably aided by the libretto 
furnished by Mrs. Edgar J. Jarvis. 

* 


o ; 

Icould not help feeling disappointed after 
seeing Featherbrain the other evening. The 
title did not certainly carry with it thet@ea of 
weight and the play amply realized t¢ my mind 
the promise of its name. It is farcical to a 
degree and so complicated that nothing but a 
most minute description would convey an idea 
of what it is about. The fun of the piece is 
produced mostly by the forgetfulness of Feath- 
erbrain and the entanglements arising directly 
or indirectly out of it. But while it makes one 
merry with its brightnessand cleverness onecan- 
not help feeling that Miss Maddern is here out 
of her element. One remembers her in Caprice— 
remembers how those sears and sobs of hers 
seemed to come from lower heart-depths than 
one usually sees on the stage—remembers how 
the sunshine of her smiles followed these sum- 
mer showers of grief—and wants to see her 
weep again. But she does not in Feather- 
brain. She plays her part so unobtrusively 
and quietly and there is so little of it that 
one wonders if she has not somehow or 
other got hold of the wrong character. Her 
support is very good. Mr. Wm. Faversham 
made a very boisterous Don. Mr. Chas. L. 
Harris as Pettigrew is a great suecess and is 
nobly assisted by Mr. Samuel Edwards as Mr. 
Coney. The ladies, Miss Emma Maddern, Miss 
Lulu Kline and Miss Jennie Busley took their 
parts admirably. In Spite of All is the bill for 
the last three nights. 


As a conductor Signor D'Auria is very effec- 
tive and inspires his forces with confidence. 
The orchestra had a plentiful variety of watch- 
ing to do, as he is liberal in his distribution of 
passages, but in the main it performed its 
difficult work very well. The tone-quality was 
somewhat impaired by the adherence to piano 
playing, a severe test of efficiency in an 
orchestra composed of local musicians who 
play together all too little. The chorus, 
especially the sopranos and altos, did excellent 
work in the Cantata, and Signor D’Auria is to 
be congratulated upon both his fine composi- 
tion and the excellent rendering it received at 
Mme. D'Auria sang 





Nellie McHenry and her company opened at 
the Academy of Music on Thursday evening in 
Green Room Fan, too late for an extended 
notice in this column this week. 





DRAMATIC NOTES, 


One of Byron’s most successful dramas, 
Cyril’s Success, is to have a revival at the Cri- 
terion theater in London soon. 


Last week the Mirror published reports from 
its correspondents all over America which in- 
dicate that the present theatrical season has 
been unprecedentedby dull in every part of the 
country. 


John Stetson is now reported to have told 
D'Oyley Carte that there was not eau-de-vie 
enough in his company of Gondoliers, Stetson 
pronounces it Gone Dollars. D'Oyiey Carte, 
with that quick sense of repartee which char- 
acterizes all Englishmen, instantly replied, ‘I 
am aware the company lacks pomme de terre, 
Mr. Stetson, and I intend to supply it.” 


Julia Marlowe has been playing in As You 
Like It in New York for the past few weeks, 
and there seems to be trouble among the news- 
paper critics as to whether she can act Rosa- 
lind or not. The Times says she was a failure. 
The Sun says she was a success, The 7'ribune 
saysit is not inher. The World says she was 
built for it. The Times says she has no tem- 
perament. The Herald says she is the only 
actress who has any. The Times says nobody 
has played the part since Neilson but Modjeska 
and Rehan. The Sun says it is the best Rosa- 
lind since Neilson. 

James Albery, the adapter of Minnie Mad- 
dern’s play Featherbrain, was a_ bright and 
most original playwright; he will be remem- 
bered chiefly as the author of the Two Roses. 
Poor Albery was one of those unfortunate men 
whom the world did not seem to appreciate as 
he deserved. He grew discouraged of late 
years and sought solace in the wine cup. 

Years ago, when she was a mere girl, he 
married Mary Moore of Charles Wyndham’s 
company, for whom the Two Roses was written. 
Albery was always very proud of his young 
wife’s success on the stage. 

One day, when he felt particularly down on 
his luck, he said toher: *‘ Ah, Mary, you’rea 
clever little girl, You should have married a 
better man thaa I am.” 

‘I did, Jim,” was her reply. 


There seems at present little chance of a 
dearth of child professionals. A family named 
Barrison, of Danish origin, supplies no less than 
four juvenile prodigies, each one of whom is 
now under actual engagement. The eldest 
little girl is playing Mignon, and most accept- 
ably too, with the Southern company of Boot- 
les’ Baby ; the next one, little Hansie, has been 
engaged as understudy for Elsie Leslie in The 
Prince and the Pauper at the Broadway thea- 
ter, in which piece also another little sister is 
to be seen; while the remaining one, Sophie, 
appears in the production of As You Like It at 
Daly's, These precocious little youngsters 
have a firm friend and admirer in Kate Clax- 
ton, who takes a lively interest in them ané 
their future. 


I am giad to note 


On Monday evening next the famous eccen- 
tric comedian, J. B. Polk, will begin a week’s 
engagement at the Grand in his new comedy, 
The Siient Partner. After the production of 


Monday evening was a gala occasion for 


ts work, 
. 


The vocalists were Miss Clara E. Barnes and 


Miss Barnes was in excelient 


Mr. Mockridge sang the ever-welcome 


His style is 
Mr. H. L. Clark's 


The accompaniments 


The usual quarterly concert of the pupils of 





the comedy in New York city early in the 
present season, negotiations were entered into 
by which the comedy will be seen at Chas. 
Wyndham's Criterion Theater, London, next 
summer. Three weeks hence Mr. Polk returns 
to New York city for a long run at 3 Broadway 
theater. The scene of the play is New York, 
time, the present ; and the play an exceedingly 
interesting portrayal of life in that city. 


Max Bruch’'s noble work Arminius will be 


METRONOME. 





But He Couldn’t Pay His Stable Bill. 


Miss Maria—Is this horse yours, Mr. Wigsey ? 
Wigsey (who has paid his only two dollars 


George Edwardes’ original London Gaiety 
Theater Company open at the Grand Opera 
House, Monday, February 17, for three nights 
in the most amusing and charming of bur- 
lesques, Faust Up to Date, the work of the 
famous authors George R. Sims and Henry Pet- 
tit, who have supplied the burlesque with an 
abundance of comical situations and humorous 
puns. The music is by Herr Meyer Lutz, and 
the best he has ever written, being bright and 
catchy. The company is the largest and best 
that has ever been brought over from the other 
side and is headed by Miss Florence St. John, 
who comes heralded as the queen of all comic 
opera prima donnas and burlesque artistes. 


Miss Maria—Then let us drive over to Aunt 
Straight ahea.. 
igsey—All a Maria. Galang! How 


Miss Maria—Blocks? Oh, it is fourteen 


— 





Give and Take, 
The Duke of Mudbury—Now, Miss Manhat- 








The Precocious Kid. 
Visitor—Is Mr. Schmidt at home? 
Freddie (wt. 12)-That’s ” or perhaps you 


Miss Manhattan—Ah, but I dare say your 
wish to see old Mr, Schmidt 

































































































Two Poets, 


Por Saturday Night. 
There lived a poet once, a famous bard 
Whose muse, enwrap,»ed in robes of mystic light 
Soared high above the common herd of men. 
So high it soared it almost passed from sight, 
Even as the cold and brillia-t stars of heaven, 
That shine ia chilly splendor from the skies, 
Withhold the radiance of their fairest beams 
Beyond the naked sight of mortal eyes. 
Still there are some pretentious ones who read 
The mystic dreams and fancies of his brain, 
Pedantic minds, who understanding naught, 
Would still have others think they grasp the strain 
Till at tome passage with strange meauing fraught, 
Too subtie far for them to understand, 
They pause perplexed, then as with one accord 
Cry out in chorus, ‘‘ How sublime and grand !” 
Oh! gifted bard, I would not try to pluck 
One single leaf from out thy wreath of fame, 
Because I fail to grasp thy subtle thoughts, 
’Tis not in thee, but me, where lies the blame. 
Around his tomb the world has bowed in , rief 
And stréwed his grave with bay and laurel leaf. 


There lived and died a poet, years ago, 
A hardy, humble ploughman o: the sol, 
Who sang his heartfelt songs in simplest phrase 
And earned his daily bread by honest toil. 
His songs brought gladness unto many hearths 
And soothed men’s sorrows as with magic spell. 
His name was known in palace and in cot, 
For kinz and peasant loved the poet well. 
And why? Because he sang of human faith, 
Of human love and human joy and pain, 
The grandest thoughts couched in the simplest words 
The lowliést mind could grasp his meaning plain. 
Oh ! poet ploughman ! thine the laurel leaf, 
Whose songs found answer in the hearts of men, 
Thy name shall live on fame’s immortal scroll 
After his name has passed from mortal ken. 
Thine the true poet toul and gifted mind, 
Whose lyrics reach the heart of all mankind. 
Manis Jovssarz. 


Gertie. 
Fer Saturday Night. 
From Monday to Monday, from early to late, 
She goes to and fro with her toddling gait, 


Down the orchard path and among the trees 
With her head all bare to the sun and the breeze. 


Her busy arms swinging, her body all motions, 

And her merry, black eyes full of mischievous notions, 
Her restless feet hunting for spots to explore, 

Where she chatters such logic ne’er heard of ,efore. 


Out in the barnyard with horses and cows, 

And inanimate things, she delights to carouse, 

Where nothing with horns on or nothiag without them 
Has the slightest feature of terror about them. 


From mother’s to grandma’s and gtandma’s to mother’s 
She goes with a smile sweeter far than all others, 

And in spite of her pranks that sweet smile will win you, 
No matter how deep is the vengeance within you. 


In all kinds of mischief, in all sorts of plights, 
In the glory of dirt and ia kindred delights, 
Incessant she goes with her well-known jog, 
The terror of chi kens and joy of the dog. 


Cheeks full of dimples, eyes full of fun, 
And a smile as bright as the morning sun, 
A voice as winsome as any 801g 

And as full of gle as the day is long. 


A child of two summers, and yet I ween 

She is dearer to me thaa all chiidren have been, 
For her sweet childish graces and innocent airs 
Have completely conquered my heart unawares. 


For often my hours of gloom and despair 

Have been lightened and brightened when she was there, 
And m3ny a mean and cynical mood, 

By her merry prattle was changed and subdued. 


Or when I have been heartsick and seeking fdr reat, 
With some new frolic charmed I’ve forgotten my quest, 
And oft as she brightensd the way that [ trod, 

She has seemed to me as an angel of God. 


Sick of the city, its jars and its din, 
Si k of the hate, the deceit and the sin, 
I think of the games we two children have played, 


The gladness we shared and the fun that we made. 


And to-night, as { write, I c.n fancy I see 

Her smile of delight as she greeted me, 

Riding gay in her wagon all fearless of harm— 
The mistress of all and queen of the farm. 


Sam GResxwoon, 


Al Fresco. 


Maiden with the supple arms, 
All thy graces, all thy charms, 
Here I sing, 
Thou art merry, agile, spry, 
Airy like a butterfly 
On the wing. 





From my window day by day 

Unto thee my fond eyes stray, 
Such a form 

In artistic outlines cast, 

Would, I’m sure, a stoic fast 
Take by storm. 


Thou art not one I know, 

Fragile, dainty, week and slow, 
Overmuch 

Like the vase that she displays, 

Made to look at and to praise, 
Not to touch. 


Thou hast such a wondrous air, 
When thine eyelids ope, my fair, 
And then droop, 

That with quite unconscious art 
Thou dost quickly tie my heart 
In a loop. 


But thou turn’st the other way, 
When to thee my eyes do stray 
All the while— 
Ah, love's les-on thou'lt not learn, 
So I have to sit and yearn 
For thy smile. 


Yes, I have to be content 
To sit here in banishment, 
(Youth ill-starred,) 
Seeing thee in pretty pose 
Beat the mat or hang the clothes 
In the yard! 
Natuan M. Levy in the Jury. 


Life Made Easy. 


Know what you're ex pected to say 

And then say it, 
ee yp v2 to betray i 

t, 

Be all things to all men 

And true to yourself. 
Grow gracefully oid 

And don't get on the shelf— 
Learn how to live 





But brace up and try. 
” wy, V. Sueripay. 








— 
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Noted People. 


three cigars a day and ten cigarettes. 


poets whe are sure to live forever. 





month's stay in the Dominion. 


The youngest millionaire in New York, if 
not in the world, is Marshall Roberts, son of 


ystic light the late Marshall O. Roberts, who is worth 
ue. $5,000,000, and only ten years old. 
a At King Mumbert’s express wish the Italian 
wo, Government is about to establish in New York 
ams and Brooklyn four Italian schools, where will 
be taught the English and Italian languages. 
wend The recumbent statue of the Emperor Fred- 
nm, erick for his tomb has been finished in the clay 
wd son by Prof. Begas of Berlin, Frederick is clad in 
g fraught, the cuirassier uniform and lies in his cloak on 
a huze sarcophagus. The hands are crossed on 
ecord the breast and hold a laurel wreath and the hilt 
ynd !” of a sword. 
Two beautiful women who graced the 
or French throne loved violets above all flowers— 
le Josephine and Eugenie. Napoleon, too, ad- 
srief mired the fragrant purple blossoms, devoting 
1 leaf. much time to their culture in St. Helena, and 
, . when his coffin was borne to France it was 
massed with violets. 
avese The Emperor William differs from Bismarck 
r upon the proper course to pursue in interaal 
arths affairs, and the Prince strongly objected to the 
spell. Imperial speech from the throne, The Emperor 
: holds his own opinion and daily confers with 
prominent members of the various government 
th, group3, and announces, too, that he will visit 
plest words the Danish court in the spring. 
z plain. Mr. George William Curtis recently expressed 
sf, in print the opinion that the chief object of 
f men, what he calls ‘‘ the great newspaper of to day” 
roll is not to report the news, but to influence 
“ people’s minds;- and that it is an unfair and 
a dishonest advocate, which habitually exagger- 
3 Jovssayn. ates, perverts, ignores or ridicules the facts. in 
order to suit its purposes and to bolster its 
argument. 
The Lord Chancellor of England, Lord Salis- 
bury, lives in a plain, fiat, red building, partly 
overgrown with ivy and very uapretentious in 
general appearance. He loves greatly to play 
i. the villager, and his habits are of the simplest 

kind : he does not even smoke. But he is very 
, proud of his large and well-chosen library ; 
qatiena, and woe betide any one who, after using a 
shee, book, fails to restore it to its appointed place. 

An English gentleman, who is a great col- 
lector of antiquities and letters, has in his pos- 

ai then session a letter written by his Majesty King 
George LIL., a reply to a plea made on behalf of 

ther’s one condemned to bs hanged for some trifling 

", cause, aS was customary in those days, ‘The 
| win you, excuse you urged,” said his Majesty, ‘‘is not an 
ou. ; uncommon one under similar circumstances, 
and I can only reply, let justice take its course.” 

It is with universal pleasure that the reports 
of continued improvement in the health of His 
Majesty the King of Spain are read throughout 
the whole of Europe. There is always strong 
sympathy with the sufferings of children, and 
a special sentiment attaches itself to this child 
king, vn whose life so much’ depends, The 
royal boy, from his utterances and taking 

; ways, must be a lovable little fellow. His 
mother fairly idolizes him, and during his ill- 
ness has never relaxed her watch. 

Mr. Gladstone’s literary activity seems to be 

as there, insatiable. He will soon have to have a maga- 
zine all to himself, especially as his old and 

forgotten contributions are discovered to have 

‘eat, capacity for running magazines that reprint 
y quest, them into a third edition. Merry England 
f is but the pioneer of many other magazines in 

this respect. Mr. Gladstone finds the publi- 

cations of one world insufficient, and he is be- 

. coming as regular a contributor to the North 
te. American as he is to the Nineteenth Century. 


Laiy Louisa Bruce, a collateral descendant 
of King Robert the Bruce, lately unveiled in 
the Abbey Church, Dunfermline, Scotland, a 
handsome monumental brass over the tomb of 

‘ENWOOD, that brave and unhappy monarch, whose re- 
mains were discovered in a vault beneath the 
churca in 1818, after their resting-place had 
been forgotten for centuries. It would seem a 
somewhat tardy remenabrance, after five hun 
dread years of indifference, to set up a brass to 
the m:mory of the man who won the battle of 
Bannockburn, whe forced the haughty Edward 
to acknowledge the independence of Scotland, 
and from whese veins came the blood of the 
houses of Ssuart and Bruaswick. 


Ros. Bonheur, the great animal painter, 
wears the Cross of the Legion of Honor, and 
M. Peyrol, her brother-in-law, now tells us how 
the distinction was gained, The Empress 
ask-d for it for the artist, but the request could 
not bs granted. The cross had never been 
given to a woman, and the ministers protested 
@gainst a precedent. But the Empress bided 
her time till the following year, when, during 
the absence of the Emperor in Algeria, she 
acted as regent. Qae morning a servant hur- 
riedly entered Rosa Bonheur’s studio with the 
®nnouncement that the Empress was below. 
In another minute she was in the studio bor- 
towing a pin from one of her ladies. The Em- 
Press then kissed the artist, who, glancing 
dowa, saw the Cross of the Legion of Honor 
Pinned on her breast. 


Mr. Vernon Smith, C. E., who died a fort- 

night ago in QOstawa, was once divisional 

Superintendent on one of the great English 

railways, An interesting incident in connec- 

tion with his life is now related. In her 

Journey to and from Scotland, Queen Victoria 

traveled by the road with which Mr. Smith 

) Jury. Was connected. It was the custom for each 
divisional superintendent to take an engine 
aod run over his division ahead of the royal 
train, to see that no obstructions were on the 
track, Quce the engine of the royal train 
broke down in a tunnel. A dense fog bung 
ver the entrance, and danger thre atened the 
S0vereiga’s life. Signals were set as soon as 
Possible, and the affair was hushed so quickly 
aad effectually that few people in England 
new of the narrow escape ef Her Majesty 
the Queen. 







The Prince of Wales has cut himself down to 


According to Sir Edwin Arnold, Edgar A. 
Poe and Joaquin Miller are the two American 


The Duke of Connaught is timed to arrive in 
Canada, from Japan, towards the end of May 
next, and arrangements have been made for a 
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A Gleam From a Glacier. 


We had rolled along together, this little 
American and myself, from the St. Lawrence 
to the Selkirks, We had seen the quaintness 
of Quebec, the sombre magnificence of that 
sounding sea, Superior, the tangle of northern 
woods, the billowy sea of prairie grasses rolling 
in long undulations from Winnipeg to Wonder- 
land, a sea that bears upon its far-reaching 
breast, not stately ships, but ‘ prairie schoon- 
ers”; a sea with no hidden rocks, with no 
ports but imports and exports, but a sea never- 
theless, tor no word applies better—it is a sea 
of wind-swept grasses and bending grain. We 
had traversed like pilgrims in spirit to that 
great gateway, the Gap, and passed its frown- 
ing portal unchallenged and entered the 
Canadian Paradise, where the Great Giver of 
all good has reared temples prodigious to prove 
his power and piled mountain marvels in vast 
succession, where every ravine might well be a 
cathedral and every soaring peak an altar; 
where man might come and be impressed, and, 
throwing aside his worldly shackles, his end- 
less scheming, his business toils and troubles, 
find rest and health and strength, and forget 
for once himself in the shadow of these eternal 
tokens of a power that toiled for his good, that 
reared this stately array of colossai monuments 
and beautified this Canadian land until its like 
cannot be found upon the globe. 

We had climbed up and up until we were 
poised upon the shoulders of a continent ; we 
had passed the lofty summit, descended, and 
climbed again, seeing scenes too numerous to 
be kept distinct, and too lovely for pen or 
tongue to describe with justice, and now we 
were about to see one of the crowning glories 
of all—one of the wondersof the world. It was 
astrange journey we took. We sat side by 
side upon the head of our tireless steed with 
naught to impede a perfect view of the glori- 
ous course he ran. Before, an ever.changing 
panorama of frowning rocks and many-tinted 
foliage, of vast ravines shrouded in vague 
purple vapors or wreathed with snowy mists, 
dim, ghostly haunts wherein one’s fancy might 
picture the homes of mountain sprite and 
weird unknown things. Below great fractures 
in the bed-rock, chinks in the Titanic founda- 
tion-work of the world, where captive torrents 
growled hoarsely and leaped and plunged in 
savage efforts to be free. Above, majestic pin- 
nacles of cold gray rocks, thrust darkly through 
the scroll of clouds and showing clear and 
sharp against the farther blue in the sunshine 
above the storm-path. Scanding silently im- 
perious above the gusty blasts and hurried 
changes below, like seers of eld seemingly in 
touch with distant worlds; seers sage and 
hoary, seeing clearer in the brighter air, calm 
and unshaken by lower things. Or like the 
figures of age steadfastly raised, silently wait- 
ing and pointing the heavenward way. Be- 
hind, the steam and smoke and serpent like 
length of the heavily-freighted train, winding 
and writhing and twisting like some living 
thing as it struggled on its curving way along 
the mountain sides. We were ahead of noise 
and all, we could feel the laboring efforts of 
our mighty courser, its tireless striving at the 
ascents, its deep, strong breathing and fierce 
strength, until it seemed to thrill with gener- 
ous life, until its throbbing seemed the beating 
of a gigantic heart and this thing that thrust us 
so smoothly and rapidly through the fresh sweet 
atmosphere, was no creation of man’s buta living 
breathing creature. We felt like little children 
lifted up by friendly arms that we might have 
a better view of some superb painting and task 
our baby minds to grasp what was thus made 
closer and plainer and see what we could but 
guess at from our own small level. Gliding 
around a deep valley and almost doubling 
upon our course, we presently rounded a 
sudden curve and our iron steed halted. We 
dismounted feeling that we were deserting a 
friend indeed. 

‘Americus, did it strike you that engine 
appeared alive?” 

“It is alive.” 

Before us was a smooth shaved green lawn 
with trim gravel paths and fountains spout- 
ing high on right and left. Behind us was the 
foamy Illecilliwaet River, an infant born of 
glaciers less than two miles away, a lusty loud- 
voiced mountain child, just old enough to 
make a tumult. The air was filled with the 
freshness of torrents, with the roar of swift 
waters and the tinkle of falling drops, 
and half hid by a rainbow mist was 
a@ pretty litule chalet, a fragment of 
city taste, a scrap of modern fashion 
conjured by the wizard money from the distant 
East and perched there in the wilds alone, a 
resting-place for wealth, a lodging for fasnion- 
able pilgrims to this latter-day Mecca. 


Shall I attempt. to describe that valley? Im- 
agine an immense V-shaped cleft, its sides 
sheer mountain steeps, its base just broad 
enough to yield room for the rushing river and 
the railway. Upon what approaches a level 
and up the steeps as high as they dare venture 
are silent phalanxes of tirs, rank upon rank, 
tier upon tier, dark and voiceless, unshaken by 
the winds that sweep the bare crests away 
above, halted and waiting like an army at at- 
tention, awaiting an order to advance that 
never comes. Here and there, from summits 
to vases, the mountains are scarred and the 
particolored rocks show bare in great stripes. 
These are the tracks of avalanches ; these are 
where the round shot and shells ot ice, fired 
from above the clouds, struck and plowed 
their way through the green-clad battal- 
ions, where the white hosts of the snow 
charged down, sweeping everything be- 
fore them, leaving not one vestige of 
vegetation in their track and piling thous- 
ands of trees in splintered ruins beyond the 
living wall of green that kindly hides the dead 
from view. At intervals amid the sombre firs 
are bright flames of gold where the poplars 
have felt the frost, and over all is spread a 
gauzy curtain of haze, that screening mask 
that Nature has granted the dving Indian 
summer, so that we need not realize the end 
is near nor witness the gradual decay too 
clearly. Wonderful shadows s'retch across this 
narrow vale, creeping hither and thither as 
clouds cross the zenith, or marking the sun’s 
progress as the day runson, It is a dream of 
beauty where a dreamer can revel in poesy to 
his soul’s satiety. But the softness has a stern 
limit to its upward reach. Beyond this loveli- 












































































































ing east. 
















Glacier, the ice-king of the Selkirks ! 





















































































think of it. 


reached they were masses of many tons weight. 
caught him again ere pausing for the last time, 


American was invisible, he was too far away. 


down long polished reaches, an animated three- 
legged toboggan and a fool if you will for tak- 
ing the chances. The wild excitement of the 
joyous flight made me forget dangers and all, 
and I yelled from sheer delight as the speed in- 
creased. My boot-heels rasped and scraped 
ahead and the iron point of the alpenstock 
rang louder and louder as I drove it harder 
against the surface, but mishap or no, the 
slide was worth the peri). Once I swerved 
from my chosen course and fairly gasped as I 
heard a hollow sound below. What if I 








ness is grandeur overpowering. Away above 
the mists and velvet-footed creeping shadows, 
above the last daring stunted fir, tower the 
grim guardians of this treasure. Grandest 
of all of them is Sir Donald, a magnificent 
monolith soaring over a mile and a half above 
the railway. Sir Donald isin excellent company 
for Cheops, Ross’ Peak and kindred giants are 
close at hand, and in the distance the snowy 
peaks of the Hermit Range and Roger's Pass, a 
portal wrought by Nature’s hand, that man 
might see this faultiess valley. Looking west 
the shining steels were lost in the rounding of 
the famous ‘‘ Loop,” looking east— Ah! look- 


There was the spectacle of spectacles, the 
sight we had paused to see, the great Asulkan 


We got alpenstocks and started up the mile 
and a half trail, I in shooting togs, cords from 
head to foot, and heavy boots, the little son of 
Uncle Siam garbed in purple and fine linen, 
patent leathers and plug hat. It was a smart 
walk, thourh the way is easy enough, even for 
ladies, and I swung along merrily for I was 
eager toreach the marvel. At last we paused 
by the grand fore-foot of the ice-monarch and I 
realized what the glacier meant. The roar of 
the Illecilliwaet filled our ears as it raged 
beneath our feet; around wus were the 
haunts of shy mountain goat and savage 
bear, we were in the stronghold of the 
grizzly and his cousins plantigrade. The dim- 
inutive American was filled with wonder and 
indulged in extravagant outbursts of admira- 
tion, vowing that the Yosemite and Yellow- 
stone paled into utter insignificance before this 
crowning triumph, this masterpiece of Nature’s 
handiwork. And well he might, for twas a 
scene well calculated to fill one’s mind with 
awe. From our very feet to the mountain 
peaks above us was one tremendous mass of 
ice. A river solidified, the St. Lawrence in ice, 
a river halted in a sheer descent, bound forever 
on that dangerous incline, an awful power 
checked in its downward rush and manacled 
there to the mountain side—a fragment of the 
Beginning —to endure unto the End! ons 
and sons ago the surrounding peaks were 
thrust upward in some amazing convulsion, 
tearing their way through the glacial cover- 
ing and bearing upwards in their rise this 
frozen fragment grasped in a stony hand, 
the fingers mountain peaks, the palm a 
valley. From that enduring grasp this token 
of what was will never escape, it is there 
and there to stay. Looking at it I strove 
vainly to grasp what it signified, strove to 
pierce the gloom of centuries and realize what 
it had seen. Could it but speak! What might 
it not reveal of the world’s youth and growth, 
of the strange war of forces, of vegetation ex- 
tinct, of the very formation of earth’s present 
surfece, of the battle between night and light, 
of rude forms of primitive life, of those fright- 
ful gigantic creatures, the pre-historic brutes 
whose bones amaze us to-day. Yea! even of 
that awful first-breaking, when the plowshare 
was shaped from silvery ice, when the furrows 
were valleys and mountains and reached across 
continents. We stood and gazed at this plow- 
share in mute wonder, we saw its huge furrow, 
a ‘‘morraine” of high piled rounded bowlders 
and masses of rock torming a breastwork be- 
hind which a regiment might fight in safety. 
We scanned its calm cold face, seamed by time 
and scarred by the warring of ages of opposing 
forces, we saw the plow and its work and 
thought of “Who held it,” and we felt 
the impressive influence of our surround- 
ings and yielded that homage due to a 
fragment of Eternity, an illustration of a 
power that passes understanding. Strange, 
groaning, grinding sounds came from it, for 
its fetters, though secure, do not hold it aito- 
gether motionless, Onward and downward it 
creeps as it has ever done, straining over its 
alloted number of inches, never altogether 
yielding, never slacking its fight for freedom. 
An indescribable sense of awe comes over you 
in the presence of this frozen thing that defies 
time. We felt its icy breath on our faces; we 
heard its groaning and dull, faint sounds of 
struggling waters that raged and fought their 
way from its very heart to the stream beside 
us, and as we heard we thrilled with wonder 
tinged with fear. For how many centuries has 
it hung there captive, straining its bands in an 
unceasing forward effort, ever striving and 
waiting to be freed? How many months, 
years or ages must it wait ere the shackles are 
loosed and that frightful force is released to 
plunge down on its path of destruction? What 
if it started now? What if it parted at that 
immense curve with which it bends from the 
peaks to the steep descent—a curve to which it 
seems impossible that ice could be bent with- 
out parting? It makes one’s flesh creep to 

















































I looked up to the flashing fragments gleam- 
ing with countless prismatic tints where the 
grind is fiercest as the ice-torrent bends from 
the heights, and vowed toclimb it. The little 
American would have none of it, but volun- 
teered to wait two hours. Up the forefoot I 
went, sounding the ice carefully for dangerous 
places, for a slip might mean an everlasting 
tomb in some emerald cave. For two hours I 
climbed steadily up, sometimes walking, some- 
times creeping, sometimes halting, until at last 
I reached a barrier which could not be passed 
save by a bird. Here was piled a chaotic collec- 
tion of spheres and cubes of clearest ice. From 
the ground they appeared but particles, when 


The sun had forsaken the deeper valley, but I 
and that view alone was worth the toil. The 


An insane notion seized me, and sitting astride 
the stout alpenstock I thrust my feet wide 
apartand well ahead and started down. I went 
down! Down, down, faster and faster, sliding 
and jarring over the rough and giiding swiftly 




























A Matter of Adjustment. 
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Yes, it had to be admitted, he was gloomy and unfitted for the drain required to measure to occasions as they rise ; 
For on every sheet of paper, by a hyper-nervous caper, came a face of mournful sweetaess with an April in the eyes. 








April eyes with April weather, sunny smiles and tears together, moods amazing, sweet, capricious, all that ravish us or 
vex,— 

These, in every phase inviting, laughed or languished through his writing; for he’d left in tears that morning just the 
sweetert of the sex. 











True, the bee had sipped the clover ; true, the honeymoon was over; but the dews of dawns succeeding had new rich- 
nese for his lips : 

So it wasn’t incompleteness, nor the lees of surfeit sweetness ; for the brooklet isn’t emptied when the feathered rover 
dips. 


No, the deeps were still unsounded, the horizon yet unbounded ; 'twasa matter of adjustment that had gone awry a 
bit,— 
An attempt at self-assertion,—a laborious exertion to explain a crude position with a cruder lack of wit. 












There were habits he depicted, that he didn’t want restricted ; nothing villanous or vital ; all he wanted was his way. 
And with matters thus adjusted, all their intercourse, he trusted, wou'd be roses, dew, and glamour in a never-ending May. 


Did she catch his meaning? ‘‘ Surely,” said his little wife, demurely. ‘‘ You're to mix your cakes and kisses with a 
little ancient ale : 

My desires must be in keeping with your——” Here she fell to weeping, and he had to leave her comfortless, for words 
had no avail. 


+ * * * * * * * - * 7 * 



















So you see his thoughts and phrases had to take abnormal phases ; it was natural to conjure out of vacancy a face ; 
Right enough this incompleteness——‘‘ Hem!” a voice of witching sweetness ; then a pair of arms were folded round 
his neck in soft es brace. 















“* George.”—the word had music in it,—‘‘ don’t turn round, dear, for a minute ; I will try to catch the wisdom of your 
logic if I can ; 

But I always though} adjusting came from patience, yield'ng, trusting ; then I didn’t know how hard it was for one to 
be a man. 






















** So, if yielding is your weakness, I will bear it, dear, with meekness ; but I've thought of one conditioa——” ‘So 
have I,” he murmured, “ too.” 
And he added, in contrition, ‘‘ I agree to this condition,—that if ever I’m inclined to yield, ‘twill be, mydear, to you.” 



















“« Splendid !’ csied his angel, sweetly. ‘‘ If you yield, then yield completely ; and there hasn’t been a moment quite so 


opportune as this.” 
Then he quickly turned and faced her. and because it ryhmes—embraced her ; then, unmindful of the office-boy, she 


gave her slive a kiss.—Lippincott’s Magazine. 

























































crashed through some treacherous shell like 
glass, into a water cave a mile deep? But it 
was crossed too quickly for thought, and on I 
slid to the last great terrace and down to earth 
again, too tired to stand. 

The son of Uncle Sam was jubilant. 

‘Say, partner, that’s just about the dodrat- 
test job I ever saw a man tackle. My, youcame 
a-whoopin’. I thought you were falling wheu 
I saw that black speck break away, then I 
caught onto your game and timed you. Just 
ten minutes coming down.” 

The short twilight was closing ere I was 
rested. I could feel the jarring for hours after, 
but I had slid down the Great Glacier. We 
turned to go, then faced about for one last 
look, "T'was well we did. The shadows were 
piling in the valley and climbing swiftly up the 
ice-plane hiding its brilliance. Suddenly 
through a fissure in the crest of a distant 
range shot a great golden ray of light, piercing 
the shadows and striking full on the glacier's 
crest. It seen:ed like a gleaming arrow shot 
from a loophole in the huge grey fortress, 
sticking fast to the frozen target and turning 
every point and facet to dazzling jewels, till 
they blazed with many-tinted splendor as 
though the gems of the world were all piled in 
careless heaps—a mountain of emerald. It 
lasted but a moment, then paled as suddenly 
asit appeared. it was the sun’s last salute, 
the day was done and the glacier lay a pale, 
lifeless thing stretched on a velvet bier. 

Ep. W. SAnpys. 


He gives them the privilege of copying any of 
the art works that may be there from time to 
time. He mentioned to me a few days ago his 
intention of a trip to England shortly to pur- 
chase casts of the antique for the use of the 
students. Among those present I observed 
Messrs. J. W. L. Forster, R. C. A., A. F. Wick- 
son, Geo. Harper, W. R Gregg, J. A. Radford, 
E. B. Jarvi-, Ernest Wilby and C. J. Gibson. 
The subject for next competition is A Country 


Railway Station. 
a 


The monthly business meeting of the Art 
Students’ League was held on Tuesday evening 
in their rooms in the Imperial Bank building. 
A number of new members were elected. It 
was dec:ded to divide honorary members into 
two classes—viz., those who wished to sketch 
from the model occasionally and those who 
merely wished to be connected with the 
League without working. The former will be 
charged an annual fee of five dollars. On ac- 
count of the necessity of having to vacate their 
present quarters in a short time the League 
appointed a committee to find suitable rooms, 
but up to the time of writing no place had been 
selected. An interesting discussion took place 
on composition sket~hes, 














Men’s Women. 


To begin with, she is old enough to know her 
world thoroughly ; yet. though she need never 
have been beautiful she must have kept her 
youth. She is in no sense a light woman, 
neither is she over intellectual ; she would not 
speak Greek, even if she could. She is a crea- 
ture of infinite tact, whom every being with 
the outward semblance of a man interests pro- 
foundly. With nim she is always at her best, 
and she contrives to get out of him the best 
there is. She listens well, and grows sympa- 
thetic as she listens. Has he a special weak- 
ness? she half tempts him to believe it is a vir- 
tue. An adept in the subtlest forms of flattery, 
she would force the meanest of us to shine 
even when he is ill at ease. And yet, above 
all, she remains sincere. Her interest in him 
is real, and survives the fleeting moment. He 
is a man ; that is to say, for her, the brightest 
page in nature’s book. She respects conven- 
tion, knowing well when she may venture to 
be unconventional; yet she is unapproachable 
and irreproachable. In return, he adores her. 
—From “The Point of View,” in February 

er. 





Art and Artists. 


Yhe first meeting of the Toronto Architec- 
tural Sketching Club was held in their new 
rooms last week, when a number of clever 
sketches for An Entrance were exhibited for 
competiticn. Mr. Charles Lennox occupied the 
chair. The critic of the evening was Mr. Frank 
Darling, R.C.A., whose just and gentlemanly 
criticisms and quaint wit*ticisms won many 
plaudits from the members. The successful 
ones were Ernest: Wilby lst, J. A. Radford 2nd. 
At the next meeting, February 11, Mr. Gambier 
Bonsfield; A.RI.B.A., will give a paper on 
Different Styles of Gothic. The balance of the 
evening will be devoted to time sketching, 
All their artist friends are invited. Mr, 
J. W. L. Forster, on the evening of February 
25 will lecture to the Sketch Club on the Study 
of the Antique. Mr. Thompson of the Toronto 
Art Gallery has made a generous offer of a 
room for a small consideration to this society, 
with the advantage of perusing all the art 
magazines ,and_leadiag periodicals‘of the day. 








Professional Jealousy. 

Milkman, with concern—Did the milk left 
yesterday taste of water, mum ? 

‘ Housekeeper—I didn’t notice any different 
asre. 

Milkman (with a breath of relief)—I've got a 
new boy, who has been workin’ for that milk 
dealer round the corner, mum; an’ I thought 
p’raps, while I wasn’t lookin’, he might have 
forgot hisself an’ puc water in it.” 


Sr et 
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CHAPTER XXIV.—ContTINUED. 


Mrs. Vane was thinking aloud rather than 

addressing Sabina; but that young woman 
nerally had an answer ready, aud was not 
isposed to be ignored. 

**Miss Vane’s fond of her uncle,” she said 
drily, ‘and did not want perhaps to vex him. 
Besides "—her voice dropped suddenly—‘‘ they 
tell me she’s fond of the child.” 

Flossy did not seem to hear; she was re- 
volving other matters in her mind. 

**Do you think,” she said presently, ‘‘ that 
Miss Enid has told the rector? She has seen 
a good deal of him ee 

**No, Idon’t; I should have heard of it be- 
fore now if she had,” replied Sabina bluntly. 
**He don’t mince matters; and he’s got it into 
his head that I ought to be reformed, and that 
I’ve something on my mind. That's why I 
want to get to Whitminster.” 

“Go farther away than Whitminster,” said 
Mrs, Vane suddenly ; ‘‘go to London, and I'll 
give you the money you ask—two hundred 
pounds a year.” 

“Will you? Well, I'm not ill-disposed to go 
to London. One could live there very comfort- 
able, I dare say, on two hundred a year. But 
how am I to know if you'll pay it? Give mea 
bit of writing——” 

**Not a word—notaline! You need not be 
afraid. I'll keep my promise if I have to sell 
my jewels to do it; and the general does not 
ask me what I do with my allowance, By-and- 
by, Sabina, I may have an income of my own ; 
and then—then it shall be better for you as 
well as for me.” 

Her tone and manner had grown silky and 
caressing. Miss Meldreth looked hard at her, 
as if suspecting tnat this sugary sweetness 
covered some ill design ; but she read nothing 
but thoughtful serenity in Mrs. Vane’s fair 


** When the general’s dead, you mean? Well, 
that’s as it may be. But I can’t wait for that, 
you know, maam. He’s strong and well, and 
may live for twenty years tocome. I want my 
affairs settled now.” 

“*Very well. Go to London, send me your 
address, and you shall have the fifty pounds as 
soon as you are settled there.” 

“That won't quite do, Mrs. Vane. I want 
something down for traveling and removin 
expenses. I have some bills to settle before 
can leave the village.” . 

*““You must be terribly extravagant!” said 
Flossy bitterly. ‘‘I gave you thirty pounds at 
Christmas, ill ten pounds do?” 

** Twenty would be better.” 

**T haven’t twenty. I donot know where to 
get them. You must be content with ten.” 

*“*Ten won't do,” said Sabina obstinately. 

Mrs. Vane made a gesture of impatience. 

** Reach me that jewel box over there,” she 
said. ‘Yes; bring it close—I have the key. 
Here are two five pound notes. And here— 
take this ring, this bracelet—they are worth 
far more then ten pounds—get what you can 
for them.” % 

‘*I’d rather have the money,” said Sabina ; 
“but, if 1 must put up with this, I must. ri 
be off in a couple of days.” 

** You had better not tell any one beforehand 
that you are going. Some people might—think 
it their duty to interfere.” 


* All right—I'll keep quiet, don’t you fear, 
ma'am! Well, then, that’s settled. If I goto 
London, you'll send me the fifty pound a 


quarter. And it must be regular, if you please 
—else I'll have to come down here after it.” 

** You will not have to do that,” said Mrs. 
Vane, coldly. 

“Very well. Then TI ll say gocd-bye to you, 
ma'am. Hope you will get safely through your 
troubles ; but it seems to me that you’re in an 
uncommon risky position.” 

** And, if I am,” said Flossy, with sudden 
anger, ** whose fault is it but yours?” 

Sabina shrugged her shoulders and did not 
seem to think it worth while to reply. She 
walked to the door, and let herself out without 
another look or word. 

She knew her way about Beechfield Hall per- 
fectly well; and it was perhaps of set purpose 
that she turned down a passage that led past 
the nursery door. The door was open, and 
Master Dick was drawing a horse and cart up 
and down the smooth boards of the corridor. 
It was his favorite playing place on a summer 
evening. He stopped short when he saw 
Sabina, and looked at her with observant, eyes. 

“This isn’t your way, you know,” he said, 
facing her gravely. ‘‘ This passage leads to my 
room and Enid’s room, not to the kitchens; 
and you belong to the kitchens, don’t you?” 

Sabina stopped and eyed him stpanenit. She 
looked at his delicate snarp-featured little face, 
at his fair hair and blue eyes, at the dainty 
neatness of his apparel and the costly toy 
which he held in his hands. Her own bold eyes 
softened as she looked. She half knelt down 
anc held out her arms. 

*- Will you kiss me once, dearie, before I go 
away "a 

Dick looked at her wondering. Then he 
came and put his little arms around her neck 
and kissed her once, twice, thrice. 

**Don’t cry,” he said; “I didn’t know you 
were so nice and kind. But, you see, I’ve only 
seen you in the shop.” 

‘*You won’t see me in the shop any more. 
I’m going away,’ said Sabina, utterly forgetful 
of her promise to Mrs. Vane. 

‘**Are you?” said Dick. “Oh, then won't | 
there be any more sweeties in your windows? | 
Or will some one else sell them?” 

**Some one else, I expect. That's all that 
children care for!” cried Sabina, springing to | 
her feet. ‘“* He’s got no heart!” 

Turning her face suddenly, she saw that 
there had been a spectator of the little seene— 
a spectator at the sight of whom Sabina Mel- 
dreth turned deadly white. Miss Vane stood 
at the nursery door. She had been sitting 
there, and had heard Sabina’s words and poor 
little Dick’s innocent reply. 

** You are wrong,” she said gravely, with her 
eyes intent on Sabina’s pale distorted face. 
*“He bas a heart— he is very loving and gentle. 
But you cannot expect him to love you when 
he does not know you. If ever he knew you | 
better, he would—perhaps—love you more. 

This speech, uttered quite gently and even 
pitifully, had a curious effect upon Sabina. 
She burst into tears, and turned away, hiding 
her face and sobbing as she went. 

Enid stood for a moment in the doorway, 
holding the doorpost by one hand, and sadly 
watching the retreating figure until it disap- 
peared. Then Dick pulled at her dress. 

*Cousin Enid, why does that woman cry? 
And why did she want to kiss me? Was she 
apgry or sorry, or what?” 

tte I think, dear,” said Enid, asshe went | 
back to her seat. 

She drew Dick upon her knee and caressed 
him tenderly for a few moments; but Dick 
felt, to his surprise, that the kisses she 
bestowed on him were mingled with tears. 

**Cousin Enid, why do you cry too?” 

But all she answered was: 

**Oh, Dick, Dick—my poor little Dick—-I hope 

ou will never—never know!” Which poor 
ittle Dick could not understand. 


| a smile. 





Hubert Lepel arrived on the following day. 
He had not been to Beechfield Hall for some 
weeks, and he seemed to feel it incumbent 
upon him to make up to Enid for his long ab- 
sence by presents and compliments ; for he had | 
brought her a beautiful bracelet, and was un- 
usuall rofuse in his expressions of regard 
and aioe ration. And yet Enid seemed scarcely 
so pleased as a young girl in similar circum- 
stances ought to have seemed. Indeed she 
shrank a little from private conversation with 
him, and looked harassed and troubled, 

It was perhaps in consequence of this fact 
that three days after his arrival Hubert sought 
a private interview with his sister. Flossy 





had meanwhile not spoken a word; she had 
been watching and waiting for those three days, 
“Florence, Iam inclined to think that you 
were mistaken.” 
*Soam I,” thought Flossy to herself; but 
aloud she only asked, ‘‘ Why, dear?’ with per- 


fect tranquility. 
*“ About Enid. I—I am beginning to think 
that she doesn't much care.” He said the last 


words slowly, with his eyes on the tip of his 
t 


“T am sure you are mistaken,” said Flossy 
quietly. ‘* But she is not demonstrative, and 
—well, I may as well say it to you—she has 
taken some idea into her head—something 
about me—about the past——” 

She faltered skilfully: but she kept her eyes 
on Hubert’s face, and’saw that it wore a guilty 


ook. 

** Well, Flossy, you are right,” he said. ‘‘She 
has heard something—village talk, I suppose— 
and I cannot get her to tell me what it is.” 

‘* She means perhaps to tell some one else?” 
said Mrs. Vane, with bitterness. 

**No, I believe not. She has no wish to harm 
you, poor child, although she thinks that the 
general ought not to be deceived. However, I 

rsuaded her to abandon that idea, showing 
a that it was not her duty to tell a thing that 
would so utterly destroy his happiness.” Flor- 
ence turned away her head. ‘‘I felt myself a 
vil'ain,” Hubert continued gravely, “in coun- 
selling her to stifle her conscientious —— 
Florence; but, for your sake and your hus 
band’s sake, I pleaded with her, and prevailed 
on her to keep silence—she will tell no one but 
myself after our marriage.” 

* You had better not Jet her open the subject 
with you at all. It will only be productive of 
unhappiness.” Flossy discerned the entangle- 
ment at once—-she saw that Hubert meant one 
thing and Enid another ; but out of their cross- 
purposes she divined a way of keeping the girl 
silent. ‘‘For my sake, Hubert, don’t discuss 
my terrible past between you. What good 
would itdo? Promise me that, when you are 
married, you will not let her speak of it—even 
to you.” Sheshed a tear or two as she spoke. 

“Poor Flossy!” said Hubert, laying his 
hana on her arm. ‘Don’t grieve, dear! 
have no right to say anything, have I? Yes, I 
promise you I will not let her say a word 
about the matter, either now or afterwards, if 
Ican help it, and certainly to no one beside 
myself.” 

And with this promise Flossy feigned con- 
tentment. But, when Hubert had left her, 
she paced up and down the room with cheeks 
that flamed with excitement and eyes that 
glowed with the dull red light of rage. 

** What was I thinking about to bring this en- 
gagement to pass?” she said to herself. ‘Yet, 
after all, it is better so. Hubert has a rea- 
son for silencing her; with any other man, she 
would have the matter out in a trice, and ruin 
me. Now what is the next move? Todela 
the marriage, of course. I will come roun 
ay tothe general’s view, and uphold him 

n his determination not to allow the marri 
for at least two years. So Enid says that she 
will not betray me until she is married, does 
she? Then she will never have the chance; 
for a great deal may happen—to a delicate girl 
like Enid Vane—in two long years,” 


CHAPTER XXV. 


Hubert had been worried and overworked of 
late ; it had appeared to him a good thing that 
he should spend afew of the spring days at 
Beechfield, and try to recover in the society of 
his sister and his betrothed the serenity that 
he had lost. But this seemed after all no eas 
thing todo. He was annoyed to find himself 
irritated by small matters; his equanimity, 
usually perfect, was soon ruffled ; and, although 
he did not always show any outward sign of 
vexation, he felt that his temper was not quite 
under his own control. And it was Enid, 
curiously enough, who irritated him most. 

**Who is this new singer,” she asked one 
day, ‘“‘about whom people are talking so 
much ?” 

**My dear Enid, how am I to know which 
singer you mean?” be said, letting the news- 
reer drop from his hand and clas ing his 

ands leisurely behind his head. 
so many new singers !” 

They had been having tea under the beech 
tree, and, as usual, had been left alone to do 
their love-making undisturbed. Their love- 
making was of a very undemonstrative char- 
acter. Enid sat in one comfortable basket 
chair, Hubert in another, at a yard's distance. 
Their conversation went on in fragments, in- 
terspersed by long pauses filled up by an 
orchestra of birds in the branches overhead. 

**I do not remember her name exactly,” said 
Enid. ‘*The Tollemaches were talking about 
her yesterday; they heard her in town last 
week. * Cynthia’ something—‘ Cynthia,’ I re- 
member that, because it is such an uncommon 
name.” 

‘*IT suppose you mean Miss Cynthia West,” 
said Hubert, after a very long pause. 

** Yes, ‘Cynthia West’—that was the name. 
Have you heard her?” 

“ Yes.” 

‘* And do you think ker very wonderful ?” 

‘** She is a remarkably fine singer.” 

‘*Oh, I hope we shall hear her when we next 
go upto London! Aunt Leo wants me to stay 
with her,” 

‘*That will be very nice!” said Hubert, be- 
stirring himself a little. ‘‘Then you will hear 
all the novelties. But I would not go just yet 
if | were you. London has not begun to wake 
up again after its winter sleep.” 

‘* What a horrible place it must be!” said 
Enid, with a little shiver, 

**You think so? It is my home.” 

There was an accent in his voice which im- 
pressed Enid painfully. She clasped her hands 
rather tightly together in her lap, and said, 
after another pause, in a lower tone—— 
hi I dare say I should grow fond of it if I lived 
there.” 

** As you will do, in time,” said Hubert, with 
“You must try to believe that you 
will soon be as absorbed in town life as every 
other woman ; that concerts and theaters and 
balls will make up for green fields and the 
songs of birds ; that men are more interesting 
than books and flowers; that to shop and to 
gossip are livelier occupations than visiting 
the poor and teaching little Dick. Don’t you 
think you can imagine it?’ 

She shook her head. 

**I can’t imagine it; but if I had to do it, I 
would try. I don’t think your picture is very 
attractive, if I may say so, Hubert,” 

** Don’t you, dear? Why not?’ 

‘*It sounds so unreal. Do women pass their 
lives in that frivolous, vapid way?” 

**Not all of them, of course. There are wo- 
men who have work to do,” said Hubert, look- 
ing idly into the distance, as if he were think- 
ing of some one or something that he could not 
see, 
*Oh, yes, I know—working women-—-profes- 
sional women— women,” said Enid, with an in- 
nocent smile, “‘ like Cynthia West.” 

Hubert gave a slight start, then, to cover it, 
he changed his position, bringing his arms 
down and crossing them on his breast. 

“You might tell me what she is like,” con- 
tinued Enid, with more playfulness of manner 
than she generally showed, ‘‘ You tell me so 
little about London people! Is she handsome?” 

** Yes, very.” 

* Dark or 

** Very dark.” 

“Is she an Englishwoman?” pursued Enid. 

‘*T am sure I don’t know. I never asked.” 

** You know her then?” 

‘* What makes you ask all these questions?” 
said Hubert, as if he had not heard the last. 
** Who has put Miss West into your head in 
this way?" He looked annoyed. 

Enid at once put out a caressing hand. 





“There are 


‘*T did not mean to be too inquisitive, Hubert 
dear. But the Tollemaches are very musical, 
and they were talking a great deal about her. 
They said they saw you at the concert when 
she came out—some Italian teacher’s semi- 
private concert—and they seemed to think 
that you knew the whole set of people who 
were there.” 

Mentally Hubert made some uncharitable 
remarks on the future destiny of the Tolle- 
maches ; but he controlled himself so far as to 
answer coolly : é 

‘*I knew severat of that set, certainly. I 
know Miss West a little.” 

“How delightful!” cried Enid. “I should 
like to meet sonie of these- great artists. Will 
you ever be able to introduce me to her, do you 
think, Hubert?” 

“*T think not,” said Hubert, knitting his 
brows. He did not find himself able to turn 
the subject quite as easily as he could have 
wished, | 

** Oh, isn’t she nice?” hazarded Enid doubt- 
fully. ‘*I always fancy that the people who 
sing and act in public can’t be quite as nice as 
the people who stay in their own home-circle. 
I know that you will think me very narrow- 
minded to say so, but I can’t help it.’ 

“T am afraid that I do think it rather narrow- 
minded,” said Hubert quietly, but with a 
dangerous lighting of his eyes. ‘‘ You must 
surely know that some of these singers are as 
good, as noble, as womanly as any of your 
sheltered young ladies in their home circles 
who have not genius enough to make them- 
selves talked of by the world!” 

**Oh, yes, I suppose so!” said Enid, quite un- 
conscious of the storm that she was exciting in 
Hubert’s breast. ‘‘ But it is difficult to under- 
stand why they prefer a public life to a private 
one. Do you think they really like appearing 
on the stage?” 

“*T am sure they do,” said Hubert, with a 
short laugh. ‘‘ You cannot understand it as 
pet. I suppose ; you will understand it by-and- 

y. It would be a very poor look-out for a 
novelist and a like myself, Enid, if 
every one thought as you do.” 

And then he got up and walked to meet the 
general, who was approaching the tea-table 
and, as the two were soon deep in political 
matters, Enid presently slipped away unob- 
served, 

She felt vaguely that she had vexed or dis- 
appointed her lover; she knew the tones of his 
voice well enough to feel sure that in some 
way she had said what he did not approve. 
And yet, on reflection, she could not see that 
she had given him legitimate cause of offense. 
‘She knew that he did not agree with her in 
preferring country to town, or in thinking that 
women who sang in public were not quite of 
her class ; but she did not think he ought to be 
angry with her for expressing her views. He 
perp exed her very much by his moments of 
rritation, of coldness, of absence of mind. At 
times he was certainly very different. He 
could be most tender, though always with the 
tenderness of a grown man to a child, of a 
strong person towards a weak one—and this 
was a kind of tenderness which did not satisfy 
Enid’s heart. Sometimes indeed she was 
thankful that it was so, feeling as if any great 
display of affection on his part would be over- 
whelming, out of place ; but at other times she 
felt that his calm kindness was almost an in- 
sult to the woman whom he had asked to be 
his wife. A little while back she would not 
have thought so—she would have been well 
content with his behavior; but a new factor 
had come into her life since her engagement to 
Hubert Lepel, some new and agitating con- 
sciousness of power had dawned upon her, 
with a revelation of faculties and influences to 
which she had hitherto been a stranger ; and, 
in presence of these novel emotions and dis- 
coveries, Hubert was weighed in the balance 


-and found wanting. 


Meanwhile Hubert was as uncomfortable as 
@ man could well be. He had always meant to 
be faithful and tender'to Enid—for whom, as 
he had said, he would do anything in his 
power to save her from unhappiness; on the 
other hand, he found the task more difficu!t 
than he had dreamed. He had seen her first 
as a sweet, docile, pliable creature, ready to 
be led, ready to be taught, and he had meant 
to mould her to his will. But, lo and behold, 
the girl was not really pliable at all! She had 
a distinct character and individuality of her 
own, as different from any ideal of Hubert’s as 
ice from fire. Her inability to appreciate the 
artistic side of life—as he put it to himself—her 
dislike to the great town where all his interests 
lay—these were traits which troubled him out 
of proportion to their intrinsic worth. How he 
could be happy with a woman who differed from 
him so entirely in habit, taste and training? 
He forgot for a moment that he had asked her to 
marry him in order that she might be made 
happy—that he had solemnly put aside from 
himseif all thought of personal joy. But 
human nature is weak, and renunciation not 
always pleasant. It occurred to his mind that 
Enid herself might not be very happy if mar- 
—- aman with whom she was not in sym- 
pathy. 

It was half with relief, half with regret, that 
he listened to a monologue from the general 
on the subject of Enid’s marriage. 

‘*T always disapproved of early marriages,” 
he said sapiently ; ‘‘they never turn out well. 
And Enid is delicate; she must not take the 
cares of a household upon her until she is 
older and stronger. Don’t ask me for her until 
she is twenty-one, Hu dert! She shall not 
marry till then with my consent.” He had 
never spoken so strong:y before; but he was 
reinforced by Flossy’s recently bestowed ap- 

roval, Till within the last few days, Flossy 

ad been all for a speedy\marriage. She said 
now that she was convinced that her “dear 
Richard” was perfectly right, and the general 
was ‘“‘cock a-hoop” accordingly. ‘‘I need nct 
theaten ; you know very well that I have the 
whole control of the money that would go to 
her dowry—I need say nothing more. I will 
have no marriage talked about—-no engage- 
ment even—for the present. Mind you, Enid 
is not engaged to you, Hubert. If she thinks 
fit to change her mind, she may do so.” 

‘**Certainly, sir.” 

** And if you think fit to change your mind, 
you may do so too. Nobody wants either of 
you to marry where you do not love; worst 
thing in the world!” 

** When is this prohibition to be removed ?’ 
asked Hubert. ‘‘Itseems tome a little hard 
upon-—upon us both.” 

‘* If Enid is stronger, I will allow her to be 
engaged in a year’s time,” said the general, 
** but not before ; and I shall tell her so.” 

The first time that Hubert found himself 
alone with Enid he said: 

‘*The general seems to have changed his 
mind about our engagement, Enid.” 

‘*Yes, he told me so,’ she answered meekly. 

‘*He says we are not to consider ourselves 
engaged.”—*‘* Yes.” 

Ma am very sorry that he should take that 
view——” 

‘Don’t be sorry, please!” she said, quickly 
interrupting him. ‘I think it is better so.” 

* Better, Enid?” 

**Yes. He says that I am not strong—-and it 
is true. I feel very weak sometimes, not strong 
enough to bear much,.I am afraid. If I were 
to become an invalid, I should not marry.” She 
spoke gently, but with great resolution. 

* That is all a morbid fancy of yours,” said 
Hubert, ‘* You will be better soon. After this 
summer, the general talks of a winter in the 
re That will do you all the good in the 
world.” 

“I think not,” she answered quietly. “I am 
afraid that I am not so likely to recover as you 
think. And, if not, nothing on earth will in- 
duce me to marry any man. Remember that, 
Hubert—if I am not better, I will not marry 
yews, a intend to join the Sisters at East Win- 


stead. 

“It is that meddling 
bottom of this, I'll swear!” said Hubert angrily, 
ot her side and pacing about the room, 

e noticed that at his words the color rose in 
the girl’s pale cheeks. 

“Tf you mean Mr. Evandale,” she said, “I 


parson who is at the 


can assure you that he has never said a word to 


= = East Winstead. Itis entirely my own 
wish. 


**My dear child,” said Hubert, ee in 
8 to 


front of her, “the last thing we want 


force your wishes in any direction. If, for in- 
stance, you wish to throw me over and be a 
nun, do so by all means. I only ask you to be 
true to yourself, and to see that you do not act 


on impulse, or so as to blight the higher im- 
pulses of your nature. I can say no more.” 
Enid looked at him wistfully, and seemed in- 


clined to speak ; but the entrance of her uncle 


at that moment on a stop to further conversa- 
tion, and the su 
Hubert’s return to town. 

“No eng 
The words 


the steam engine all the way back to London. 


What did Enid herself mean? Was it not a 
humiliating position fora man tobein? Was 


it fair either to him or to the girl? Did it not 


mean, as a matter of fact, that Fiossy had been 
mistaken, and that Enid was not in the least in 
love with him? He could not say that she had 
Passively 
gentle, sweet, amiable, she always was, but not 
At that mo- 
ment Hubert would have given ten years of his 
life to know what was in her heart—what she 


been especially affectionate of late. 


emotional, not demonstrative. 


really meant, and wanted him to do, 


Arrived at Charing Cross station, he seemed 
He hesitated 
when the porter asked him what be should do 
with his luggage, and awe an order which he 


uncertain as to his movements, 


afterwards contradicte 


‘*No,” he said, ‘“‘I won’t do that. Put my 
Drive to No, — 


things on a cab. All right! 
Russell square.” 


This was his home address ; but, when there, 
tairs. He told his landlady 
to send his things to bis room, and rot to 
expect him back to dinner, as he meant to dine 


he did not go u 


at his club. 


He did so; but after dinner his fitful hesi- 
a cigar- 
ette, talked a little to one of his friends, then 
went out slowly and, as it seemed, indecisively 


tancy seemed to revive. He smoked 


into the street, and called a hansom-cab. Then 


his indecision seemed to leave him. He jumped 
in, shouted an address to the driver, and was 


driven off to a quiet square in Kensington, 
where he knocked at the door of a tall narrow 
house, only noticeable in the daytime by rea- 
son of the masses of flowers in the balcony, and 
at night for the rose-colored blinds, illuminated 
by the light of a lamp, in the drawing-room 
windows. 

The servant who opened the door welcomed 
him with a smile, as if his face was well known 
to her. He passed her with a word of explana- 
tion, and marched upstairs to the first-floor, 
where he tapped lightly at the drawing room 
door, and then, without waiting, walked into 
the room. 

A girl in a red dress, who had been kneeling 
on the rug before the fire, rose to her feet as he 
came in and uttered a blithesome greeting. 

“At last!” she said. ‘So here you are, 
monsieur! I was wondering what had become 
of you, and thought that you had deserted me 
altogether |” 

**Could I do that?” said Hubert, in a tone in 
which mock gallantry was strangely mingled 
with a tenderness which was altogether pas- 
sionate and earnest. ‘‘Do you really think 
that I ever could do that?” 

The girl he spoke to was Cynthia West. 


(To be Continued, ) 


—_—_——o_ 


About Kisses, 


Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes calls a kiss ‘‘ the 
twenty-seventh letter of the alphabet—the 
love-labial which it takes two to speak plainly.” 
And there can be no better authority, either in 
a literary sense or scientifically, than the witty 
autocrat. But Sam Slick, the humorist of our 
grandfathers’ days, offers a definition scarcely 
less apt. He says: ** Kisses are like creation, 
because they are made out of nothing, and are 
very good.” It has long been known that a 
good many things are said by kisses ; and what 
a world of things, too, have been said about 
them. From the time of Jacob and Rachel to 
our generation, the kiss has been the one un- 
changeabie fashion. It might almost be said to 
be the badge of humanity and civilization, ex- 
cept that it is not quite universal. Some bar- 
barous nations know nothing ofit. The Chinese 
and Japanese were not acquainted with it 
originally, and so far as a ractice kissing 
atall, have rather borrow t casually than 
adopted it. 

A story is told of a Chinese girl who was 
kissed by an American youth, and ran away, 
thinking he might beacannibal. When she 
was told that the osculation was a habit in his 
and in other countries, she came back and 
begged for instruction in it with illustrations. 
There have even been books written upon 
kisses ; some of which, in the seventeenth cen- 
tury, were notable. The witticism of saying 
that so little has been written about kissing, 
didactically, because the knowledge of it 
‘*usually passes from mouth to mouth” has 
more than one authority behind it. But in 
poetry, fiction and humor the kiss is omni- 
present. Mathematically speaking, the kiss is 
said to have a subsistence. as its shape is 
always a lip tickle (elliptica)), 

Although John Bunyan frowned upon kisses, 
England, in recent centuries, had accepted the 
kissing custom, and gave it a profuse liberty. 
Erasmus was not the only foreigner visiting 
that country who was astonished by it, though 
he is, perhaps, the oftenest quoted. In one of 
his epistles, he says: 

**There is, besides, a practice never to be suf- 
ficiently commended. If you go to any place 
you are received with a kiss by all; if you de- 

art on your journey you are dismissed with a 

iss ; if you return, the kisses are exchangev. 
Do they come to visit you, a kiss is the first 
thing; do they leave you, you kiss them all 
around. Do they meet you anywhere, kisses in 
abundance. In short, wherever you turn there 
is nothing but kisses,” 

It is said that this excess of the business was 
brought to an end in the reign of Charles II., 
by the adoption of French manners. A writer 
in the Spectator complains that it was made 
unfashionable, very much to his sorrow, by 
the arrival of a French gallant in his neighbor- 
hood, who, instead of kissing the ladies, when 
introduced to them, in the Sogn way, merely 
stood off and made so low and graceful a bow 
that that fashion sfterwards pees: , 

In Iceland, if a young lady shows you the 
way, or across a stream, a kiss is expected ; 
and in Paraguay kisses are a familiar saluta- 
tion. It is in poetry, however, that the kiss 
receives the most delectable mention, though 
what could the novelists or humorists do with- 
out it? A very neat sample of the poet’s em- 
balmment is seen in the following lines, sent 
with a white rese by a Yorkist lover to his 
Lancastrian sweetheart : 

‘* If this fair rose offend thy sight, 
Placed in thy bosom bare, 
‘Twill blush to find itself less white, 
And turn Lancastrian there. 


* But if thy ruby lips it epy, 
And kiss it thou may st deign, 
With envy pa'e ‘twill lose its d) e, 
And Yorkist turn again. 

In Tennyson’s poem of Fatima there is a 
record made of a truly oriental kiss : 

** Last night, when some one spoke his name, 
From my swift blood that Went and came, 
A thousand little shatts of flame 
Were shivered in my narrcw frame. 
Oh, love! oh, fire ! once he drew 
With one long kiss my whole soul through 
My lips—as sunlight drinketh dew.” 

With equal exuberance Alexander Smith 
describes a kiss he once received in the glow- 
ing stanza copied below: 

“* My soul leaped up beneath thy timid hiss, 
What then to me were 
Or pain, or death ? Earth was 5 round of bliss, 
I seemed to walk on thrones.” 

Leigh Hunt’s similar experience is thus play- 
fully told : 

‘* Jenny kiesed me when we met, 
Jumping from the chair she sat in 


ject was not reopened before 
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Time, you thief! who loves to get 
Sweets into your hst, put that in. 


Say I'm weary, say I'm sad, 
that health and wealths+have missed me 
Say I'm growing old, but add— , 
Jenny kissed me!” 


Ben Jonson says of a kiss : 
“*O, that a joy so s°on should waste ! 
Or so sweet a bliss 
As a kiss 
Might uot for ever last |” 
A Spanish poet, speaking of his inamorata 
declares : - 
“7 will pay her interest meet, 
When her lips snall breathe on me, 
And for every kiss so sweet 
Give her many more than three.” 
Winthrop Macworth Praed puts the prett 
tableau thus : =? 
© With — all love, and Jips apart, 
And faltering steps, and ig heart, 
She came and joined her cheek to his 
In one prolonged and rapturous kiss.” 

The kiss in .verse is, in fact, so voluminous 
that one more sample must suffice—the two 
aeagpaine of Wolcot on ** The Inventor of Kiss. 

ng”: 

“* When we dwell on the lips of the girl we adore, 

What pleasure in Nature is missing ? 
May his soul be in hsaven—he deserves it, I’m sure— 
Who was first the inventor of kissing. 


‘* Master Adam I verily think was the man, 
whose discovery can ne’er be surpast ; 
Then since the sweet game with creation began, 
To the end of the world may it last.” 

A kiss is said to be like a sermon, because it 
requires at least two heads and an spplcstion, 
Among the parts of speech it is defined as q 
**conjunction.” ** Stolen kisses,” says the prov. 
erb, *‘ are sweetest ;” and some humorist con- 
firms this by saying they are sweetest ‘‘ when 
syrup-titiou-ly obtained.” Of course, ‘* kissing 
goes by favor.” Some one calls kisses “inter. 
rogation points in the literature of love.” It is 
probably slanderous to say that women kiss 
each other for the following reason : 

“* Beeause they are doing to each other ag 
they would men should do unto them.” 

Sidney Smith speaks of a kiss that he re. 
ceived which he had remembered for forty 

ears, and shou d continue to remem while 
e lived. George D. Prentice said once, 
editorially : 

“We feel in duty bound to say that kissing 
is a thing that, at every proper opportunity, 
we set our face against.” 

On another occasion he said : 

‘*We are never satisfied that a lady under. 
stands a kiss unless we have it ToL from 
ber own mouth,.”—Joel Benton, in N. Y. Ledger. 
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CHAPTER XXXI, 


Daring those three days, when Stanley lay 
pale and weak upon her bed, it had seemed to 
ber that never again would she be able to force 
berself to enter the oak-panelled room where 
she and her love had parted in bitter tears and 
woe on that starlit October night; and even 
now, when she went to it to write the words 
which were to bring him back to her, she ex- 
perieuced a pang of vitter pain. 

Tne room looked gray and culd and desolate, 
she thought, with a shiver, as she went over 
to the old brass-bound bureau. The tire had 
been neglected and was burning but dimly, the 
light fro » without was gray and cold, the rain 
was beating drearily against the window 
panes, the flower-bowls were empiy. Stanley 
sank down upon achair by the bureau and 
looked around her with wistful eyes. She re- 
called that interview which was so full of bit- 
terest pain even now. It seemed to her as she 
sat there that she covld feel Hugh’s head upon 
her shoulder, the touch of his hand upon hers. 
She thought she heard again his geen 
voice, so full of love and misery; and it seeme 
as if her heart was torn again as it had been 
torn then when she heard his broken words of 
assionate tenderness and farewell. She put 
bor hand to her eyea to shut out the haunting 
vision, and, when she removed it, it was wet 
with tears, 

“They are tears of joy,” she said to herself, 
as she opened her writing-table and took out 
her paper and pens, then sat hesitating, her 
heart beating rapidly, the color coming and 
oing in her face. 

What could she say to him? How could she 
ask his pardon for the suffering they had 
caused him? In what words could she tell 
him of her father’s change of mind, of his 
regret, of the welcome which awaited him? 
How could she express her penitence and her 
earnest desire to atone fur her cruelty to him? 
Would he forgive them? He was a proud 
man. Woulc he allow himself to be dismissed 
and recalled at will? What if be should refuse 
to come? Ah, but he would not—he would 
not! Heloved her; and he knew that, not- 
withstanding all her cruelty, she loved him. 

Sitting there, with a pen between her fingers, 
she became absorbed in blissful visions of their 
reunion. They would be so happy; she would 
try so hard to make upto him for the misery 
of those dreadful weeks of separation ; she 
would be so good, so tender, so devoted ; life 
would be so beautiful to them both, and to Sir 
Humphrey, who would be happy in their 
ha» piness. 

She had not written a word when, an hour 
later, her father came quietly into the room, 
smiling to see the lovely, happy, startled 
face she turned towards him when he asked 
her i* the letcer was written, and then laugh- 
ingly scolded her for having let the fire get so 
low. 

“ Barnes has just brought some tea into the 
library,” he said; “‘and I was thinking that 
you would come and pour it out for me, Stanley.” 

* Yes, father, I am coming,” she said con- 
fusedly—‘“‘ in one minute!” 

She drew a sheet of paper towards her and 
bent over it. After all, she thought, it would 
not take long to write her letter. 

Her father, standing by the hearth, watched 
her as she wrote rapidly a few brief lines. 
Then, blushing, she brought the letter to him, 

He made no movement to take it, but looked 
at her questioningly. 

“You wish me to read it, my dear?” he 
asked gently. 

“If you do not mind, father,” she answered ; 
and he took the letter from her and read it. 

‘** Will you come back to us, Hugh?” she had 
written. ‘* Father and I both want you to 
forgive us and to let things be as they were. 
We were wrong, dear, and we are sorry. Be 
generous and forgive us, and come. We are 
waiting to welcome you in such a way as will 
make you forget the past unhappy days. You 
will not refuse, Hugh, will you? ‘ Sran ry.” 

Sir Humphrey read the note in silence ; then, 
crossing over to the tab'e, he took up a pen and 
added his name beneath hers. The girl's eyes 
brightened with pleasure at the action. 

‘Thank you, dear father!” she said, as she 
placed the missive in its envelope and addressed 
it, 


‘Hugh is not at Brancepeth,” said Sir Hum. 
phrey. “TI was there this morning, Stanley. 

e is gone to London, they said.” 

“To London!” Stanley’s bright face clouded, 
then cleared again, ‘‘I thought he would not 
stay at Bracepeth,” she said. ‘‘ We will send 
it to his club, father.” 

“You had better say ‘To be forwarded,’ 
dear,” Sir Humphrey answered. “ It isnot im- 
poedia that he has gone to join his father and 

ady Sara, who are at Algiers ; in which case,” 
he added, ‘‘ we must be patient if we are kept 
waiting tor a reply for some little time.” 

Stanley thought it would not be very difficult 
to be patient with bright hope to gladden her 
days; and Sir Humphrey was rewarded for the 
sacrifice he had made bs Boag look on his daugh- 
ter’s face as they went k to the. library. 

Almost immediately Stanley seemed to re- 
gain all her old vigor and activity; but her 
father saw a change in her from the proud 
Stately young beauty of the past. There was a 
charming gentleness in her manner now, a 
softened music in her voice, a tenderness in 
her smile, and in her eyes there was the ex- 
pression of a perfect joy aud a perfect faith. She 
was a girl again now, bright, sweet, tender as 
a girl should be; and, by the third day after 
the despatch of the Jetter, she seemed to have 
regained her former health ; for the pretty in- 
valid-gown was put away, and Stanley rode 
and drove with her father as in the old days. 

But, as the days slipped by and a week 
passed, then a fortnight, and no answer came 
to Stanley’s pathetic note, the wild-rose bloom 
on her cheeks faded into pallor again, and the 
joy and faith died out of the sweet brown eyes, 
eaving a wistful sadness in their place. But 
the girl forced herself to appear bright and 
cheer.ul; and there were times when she felt 
80 without effort, so great and strong was her 
faith in Hugh’s love. It was very strange he 
did not write, she thought sometimes, when 
her heart fainted with the sickness of hope 
‘deferred; but the letter or telegram would 
‘surely come soon. 

The leaves fell more and more rapidly from 
the trees; November, with its dark gloomy 
days, reigned over the land; but no tidings 
had come from Hugh Cameron ; and at last the 
look of eager expectation, dying away to sad- 
ness, which came upon Stanley's face when the 
letter bag was opened, grew more than Sir 
Humphrey could bear. He wrote himself to 
Hugh, addressing a few lines to hie club; and, 
when days went by without bringing any reply, 
he wrote, still unknown to his daughter, to 
inquire if Mr. Cameron's letters addressed to 
the club were forwarded. This missive received 
& prompt reply from the secretary. Mr. Cam- 
€ron’s letters ook all been forwarded immedi- 
ately to the address sent by that gentleman. 

his was conclusive. Hugh must have received: 
the letters; and he did not answer them be- 
cause he did not choose to do so, 

Sir Humphrey Gerant flushed angrily at the 
thought, His. pride revolted strongly nst 
such an insult, He had stoo and had 
humiliated himself for nothing but this ; and 
he had allowed Stanley to offer herself to a 
man who treated the offer with disdain. His 
eyes gleamed with wrath ; the outrage seemed 
intolerable; he felt as if this disgrace could 
_— be washed out—as oer he had ae 

mitten on the cheek, and yet was powerless 
to avenge the blow. He, who had suffered and 
nate his darling suffer oe his — eaten 

ame, had brought upon it suc umely as 
this! He felt that he could ha Hugh 































Cameron without remorse, and that it would 

have been only a righteous retribution. 

He knew by the look on his daughter's face 
that she too felt the humiliation ; but she said 
nothing. Day by day went by. December 
came with clearer skies and keener cold and 

! frost; but there were no tidings of Hugh. 
Stanley had ceased to hope or to expect ; she 
no longer trembled when the post-bag was 
opened or when a telegram was brought to her. 

ven when she was alone, no tears came to re- 
lieve her heart. There were no softer moments 
when she re of the love she had lost ; she 
could think of nothing but her shame—that 
she had stooped to offer penitence and to en- 
treat pardon, and that her penitence and love 
had been alike rejected. It seemed to her 
sometimes that it would be easier to plunge a 
dagger into her heart than to see Hugh Cam- 
eron again, 

But, if her father guessed her torture, he saw 
no outward signs of it save the strange cold 
look upon her face ; she never spoke of Hugh 
to him. The horror of her shame and her 
humiliation was buried in her own breast. 

Life seemed to go on as of old in the great 
silent stately old house. Father and daughter 
rode and drove together, and took the same 
interest’ as ever in the tenantry and their 
needs. The household saw no difference in 
their master and mistress. 

Stanley had always been calm and stately 
and tranquil; she was so still. She had never 
had much color, and, since her pallor did not 
mean illness, it passed unnoticed, and, when 
she appeared at any of the great houses of the 
neighborhood or entertained at home, people 
saw no change in her save that she was colder 
and graver than before. To her father she was 
always gentile and tender ; not even to him did 
she whisper of the strange feeling she always 
had now, as if she were an inanimate thing 
going mechanically about its duties and feeling 
nothing, neither joy, nor sorrow, nor interest 
in a » 

ut, although she was ve le and thin 
her health did not fail hes. Paghe seeme 
well and strong; but it seemed as if the 
youthfulness had died out of her. When she 
was not yet twenty-one years old, her expres- 
sion had the gravity and her manner the cold- 
ness and reticence of a woman of forty. 

All this time Brancepeth was shut up and 
left entirely to the care of some of the servants. 

It had always been customary for Sir Hum- 
phrey Gerant to spend Christmastide at Eyn- 
court; and this year was no exception to the 
rule. Stanley made no difference in the Yule- 
tide festivities because in ner own heart there 
was no joy, but only pain. There were the 
usual lavish gifts to the cottagers, the treats to 
the schoolchildren; and Miss Gerant took her 
usual share in the church decorations. But 
her fellow-workers missed something in her 
which they could not define ; for she was her 
usual graceful courteous self, and-showed as 
much apparent interest as of old in designs for 
crosses and banners and her usual perfect taste 
in her own work. 

“She makes me feel cold!” said one of the 
pretty girls who were gathered in the buildin 
to the spruce young curate who was in attend: 
ance on her as they decorated the font. 

Perhaps it was because she had no black- 
coated sleek young clergyman in attendance 
upon her, and because she preferred to work 
alone, that Stanley finished the portion as- 
ae to her before any of her fellow-workers, 

t was yet early on the afternoon of Christ- 

mas Eve; but the wintry dusk was gathering, 
although kept at bay by the snow which la 
over the surrounding country. In the churek 
the lights were burning and the decorators 
were working busily. 

Stanley stood for a few minutes in the chan- 
cel watching them, and thinking how pretty 
the church looked with the ivy and holly and 
evergreens which adorned it so lavishly; then 
she turned and walked down one of the side 
aisles to the door. 

She had ordered the brougham to come for 
her at four o'clock, as she wished to be at home 
for afternoon-tea with her father. 

In the pathway leading to the church the 
snow had been .rodden by many feet; just be- 
yond the gate the carriage stood, its lights 
flashing in the gray dusk. Stanley went back 
into the church to say good-bye to the rector’s 
wife; then she came out again alone, looking 
very stately in her costly dark furs, 


As she passed out of the church, the light 
from one of the windows fell upon the dark 
figure of a man, who drew back hastily into 
the shadow as if he wished not to be observed. 
Quick as the movement was, the light having 
been upon his face for one brief moment only, 
Stanley had recognised him. A half-suppressed 
exciamation escaped her lips, and she paused, 
while he uncovered his head and bowed, but 
made no movement towards her. It was all 
over in a moment ; he had not time to raise his 
head before she had passed on down the narrow 

thway. The next minute the carriage was 

riving rapidly away over the snow-covered 
roads, and Stanley, leaning back in her seat, 
was pressing her hands to her throbbing heart. 
She was not quite so inanimate as she had 
hoped and believed; for she had been deeply 
moved by the glimpse she had caught. 

A confused sense of expectation remained 
with her through the sleepless night, and, 
when the Christmas Day dawned, it was with 
her still. But, although she felt as if she could 
not raise her eyes when she entered the holly- 
decked church, there was no tall figure there to 
disturb her peace. She had seen that he was 
changed even in that brief glance—he looked 
older and thinner and ill. is face haunted 
her during the long quiet day while the snow 
fell unceasingly. hy had he come? she won- 
dered. Why had he come? 

For some days a feeling of restlessness was 
upon her. Her face looked less rigid, her eyes 
less cold, her voice was lower, and now and 
then just a little tremulous; but she said 
nothing to her father of that meeting. 
S-rangely enough, that one glimpse of Hugh 
had relieved her bitter pain. His eyes, as they 
had met hers, bore no signs of the revengeful 
triumph which she had sometimes pictured 
there; they had been full of an infinite yearning 
and tenderness. For the first time she began to 
think that there had been some mistake—that 
he had not meant to treat her with disdain— 
that he too was suffericg; and her father’s 
keen eyes saw the change in her, slight as it 
was, and he wondered what could have brought 
it about. 

The New Year came in with storms of wind 
and snow. It was only two Come old when Sir 
Humphrey, coming into the dining-room, found 
Stanley standing before the great hearth where 
a huge fire of logs blazed cheerily. The stately 
room looked warm and bright, the silver glit- 
tered on the spotless drapery of the breakfast- 
table, the deep hues of the Crown Derby china 
gleamed in the fireglow; there was a large bowl 
of chrysanthemums in the centre of the table, 
and Stanley had two yellow blossoms fastened 
at the throat of her oe erres gown. 

. Her ee saw Somes unusual in her face 
as she turned to greet him. ' . 

**T have been opening the letter-bag,” she 
said, when she was pouring out his coffee. 
Lola writes in the wildest spirits. Auntie 


has consented to her en ment, father— 
thanks to your intercession, she says. Captain 
Greville is writing to you also.” 


Stanley did not talk much during the meal ; 
but she was rather silent at all times. When 
breakfast was over, she rose and walked slowly 
to her father's side. The contents of the post- 
bag—a heterogeneous mass of papers and let- 
tera—lay upon the table. Her fingers were 
quite steady as she selected a newspaper which 
was already opened, and, after glancing over 































justice. 


it for a moment, put it down before him, point- 
ing to a paragraph in its columns. 

“If you read this,” she said, in her calm 
quiet tores, ‘‘ you will see why a letter I sent 
some time ago received no answer.” 

Sir Humphrey looked at her with questioning 
eyes for a moment, then, bending over the 
paper, he read : 

““At All Saints’, Margaret street, by the 
Reverend George Landon, D. D., assisted by 
the Reverend Edward Cole, M. A., Hugh, only 
son of Philip Cameron, to Laura, daughter of 
the Reverend Alan Cairns and widow of Sir 
Jam 2s Beacham.” 


(To be Continued.) 








And She Did. 





~ “a 5 =té, pine : ile 

“If I get out of this, Bridges, but I'll make 
you jump!” 

‘* Faith an’ I know that same, so I'll just sit 

here till you change your moind, that’s all,”— 


Life. 





The Daughter at Home. 





I do not expect to receive the assent of all, or 
of even the majority, of my readers to the opin- 
ions which I express in the present series, and 
in this especial gener; but I express my own 
convictions, and shali have gained an import- 
ant end if my a awakens yours. 

The fatal error of many a mother is in con- 
sidering the little woman as exclusively her 
own property. “It’s my child,” we hear every 
= ‘**T shall do what I like with my own.” 

id it never occur to you, dear mother, that 
the child is not yours in any such absolute 
sense as your wordsclaim? How much heart- 
ache an _ and wretchedness we should 
save ourselves if we would only recognize in 
the beginning this everlasting truth—that the 
child is simply a spirit given into our care to 
train, so far as we can, into right way of think- 
ing and of living, with a y to nurture to 
maturity ; to become after that, in some cases, 
as independent of us asif it had been borna 
brother or sister instead of our own child ! 

We might learn a lesson here from what we 
call the lower orders of nature ; for example, 
the birds. No mother is more tender and de- 
voted than the bird mother. Does she not still 
her restless nature tosit patiently for days and 
weeks on her precious eggs? s she not 
wear herself out in feeding and comforting her 
nestlings, protecting them by every device in 
her power, even with her life? Yet so soon as 
those little ones are grown and trained to pro- 
cure their own food, they become as brothers 
of one family, perfectly friendly, but entirely 
independent of each other. With our more 
complex nature we cannot, nor would we de- 
sire, of course, to imitate the bird ; but the 
nearer we approach its wisdom the or 
will it be for us, and the better for all. or is 
this cold-heartedness or indifference; it is 
simply common sense. 

hen those immortal spirits who have been 
under your care in childhood’s preparatory 
school are adult, they owe you, asa matter of 
fact, absolutely nothing. hat you have done 
for them was in payment of the debt you owe 
for your own bringing up; moreover, you have 
been more than ~ in the happiness they 
have given you. If you have taken advantage 
of their helpless dependence on you to win 
their respect and love, they will be dear friends 
all their lives—the best and dearest and closest 
you can possibly have. If you have not, they 
will possibly go their ways and forget you. In 
either case they have their own lives to live ; 
they cannot live yours. They are and must be 
free, aud you have no right to dictate. Their 
life is not yours to dispose of. They belong to 
themselves and to God. Happy is the mother 
Mie 4 can realize this truth, and govern herself 

y it. . 

Whatever may have been the case a hundred 
years ago, parental authority to-day cannot be 
successfully maintained on the lines of an ab- 
solute despotism, in which the stronger terror- 
izes the weaker. The mother should not de- 
liver arbitrary commands, ——. * even her 
youngest child, ‘“‘ Do this or that because I say 
so.” Instead it should be, ‘‘ Do this, because I 
am older and wiser than you, and I know that 
such and such things will result if you dis- 
obey.” Obedience should be secured by gentle- 
ness, reasonableness; by influence rather than 
by arbitrary force. With our weak judgment, 
our intirm wills, our hasty tempers, we should 
not assume the part of military dictator even 
to our babies in the nursery. The mother 
should be quiet, loving, and, above all, self- 
controlled. Our little ones demand from us 
justice, and justice is the one foundation on 
which a happy home can be built. To tell the 
truth invariably, to keep every promise sac- 
redly, to abstain if possible from threats, but if 
we threaten, to carry out the threat, are need- 
ful if we would receive and keep our children’s 
respect. If we prove worthy of this, the chil- 
dren will nct withhold it. Ata very early age 
their little hearts comprehend and respond to 


Punishment as administered by many parents 
is an outrage upon the human spirit. unish- 
ment should be the natural consequence of 
wrong-doing, and the smallest child is quite 
able to see the justice of this. There is no diffi- 
culty in governing children without descending 
to gross brutality, and also without allowing 
them to rule us, if we can only behave with 
common-sense, candor and love. 

In case of a fault, the parent should’ present 
the thing to the child’s reason (and reason is 
developed in the very young), and faithfully 
and without temper point out the result ; more 
important still, we should let the disobedience 
have its natural penalty. Do not tell a boy not 
to play in the mud because he will make him- 
self unfit to be seen, and then when he does it, 
first scold or beat him, and then proceed to 
falsify your own words by dressing him up 
clean again. Be consistent. Let him find 
that he is unfit to be seen, let him go as he has 
made himself, till he feels the disgrace of it ; 
tha* he 1s debarred from society, that he can- 
not be received by clean people; and let him 
remain so as long as the clothes should have 
been worn. That lesson will be learned, and 
next time he will believe you. 

In regard to the little daughter, I warn you, 
mothers, arbitrary punishment—such as a slap, 
for example—may give the death-blow to your 
hopes of future happiness with her. I have 
known more than once a blow to leave its im- 
press for life, in proud reserve, in absolute re- 
coil from the person who had thus outraged 
her. Boys may not feel the insult so keenly, 
but it is a way of governing fit only for a 
savage. : 

After the age of five or six, a mother, or 
father either, should rarely do more than advise, 

oint out the result, and let the child suffer for 
Tiaobedience. Even if one is unusually nead- 
strong, and about to do something seriously 
out oF the way, would it not be wiser to treat 
him as the world will outer? treat him a few 
years later—let him do it,and not screen him 
from the consequences ? 

With the daughter, who seldom inclines to 
anything very bad, 1 am sure this is the better 
way. Let her learn by her own experience— 


she will not learn in any other way—that you |- 


are wiser than she, and that you have her hap- 
piness and her well-being at heart. I can as- 
sure you, you will have your reward. 

In seeking the independent life that all 
human beings demand and are entitled to, our 
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sons have heretofore enjoyed much greater 

facilities than our daughters. They were ex- 
pected to leave the family roof and make their 
own way, while exactly the contrary was ex- 
pected of their sisters. But times and modes 
of thought are changing. More and more it is 
becoming customary for young women to go 
out and live their own lives, nor is there any- 
thing reprehensible in this desire. One of the 
most terrible bondages that young women 
have endured has been the slavery to the home, 
to selfish or thoughtless parents, who have 
hampered the daughter's life in every way, and 
dwarfed her mentally and spiritually. It is 
right, I say, that she should lay down the bur- 
dens selfishly imposed — er young life; 
and though she will have hard work and many 
struggles, the peace of spirit, the independence 

—her rightful heritage—are ample recompense. 

But it is always a pity, for there is a better and 

a far happier way. 

If a mother can so train her daughter that 
home is to her not a prison-house, but the 
dearest place on earth, that under its friendly 
roof she can live her own life, and feel that she 

| confers by her presence as much joy as she 
| receives, until marriage—if it comes—opens 
| her own home to her, or, if it does not, so long 
as she lives ; that is best; that is ideal. 

| A daughter should be made so independent 
in her mother’s house that she will find her 
greatest happiness in being there. It is to ac- 
complish this end that I write these papers—to 
help young mothers to lay up for themselves a 
Saamenees so exquisite as the possession by- 
and-by of a grown daughter who shall be at 
the same time a personal friend. 

That restlessness in our little women to-day 
so often frowned be i d parents is natural 
and healthy. Emboldened by the growing con- 
viction that women too are beings with the 
right of individual life, they have just begun 
to express it. The young women of forty i 
ago felt it just as deeply, but were under so 
tremendous a pressure of public opinion that 
only now and then one had the courage to 
assert her God-given right to her own life, 
Now, happily for our girls, this is generally re- 
cognized. A healthier and more natural 
womanhood will follow, and in consequence 
the whole world will be blessed. 

Do not try to repress the restlessness, wise 
mother, but guide it, while you make the home 
bonds so light that they are never felt to be 
chains. Some hints to this end will come later, 
as the little woman grows, but the one thing to 
be learned now is that your daughter is not 
merely your property. She is an individual 
spirit; she has her own life to live. For that 
life and her use of it she must answer to God.— 
Olive Thorne Miller in Harper's Bazar, 

















































Anxious to Go. 


Little Dot—Ma, may I go skating? 

Ma—The ice isn’t thick enough, It’s a mere 
scum on the surface. 

Little Dick—Ma, may I go swimming ?—N.Y. 
Weekly. 


I X L STEAM LAUNDRY 
42 Richmond Street West 
GENTS’ WASHING OUR SPECIALTY 


Delivery to all parte of the city. 


CHAS. ROGERS & SONS C8, 


LIMITED 
LATE OF R. HAY & CO. 


95 and 97 Yonge Street 
NEW DESIGNS 


PINE FURNITURE 


Buy of the Manufacturer and Save Money 


DUNNS 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THECOOK’S BEST FRIEND 














YEARLY SALE EXCEEDS 


BRANCH HOUSE, UNION 


DAVID CRAWFORD 





MENIER CHOCOLATE 


Paris Exposition, 1889 | 
LARGEST CHOCOLATE MANUFACTURERS IN THE WORLD 


PUREST, HEALTHIEST AND BEST. 
Ask for YELLOW WRAPPER Mfenicr Chocolates and take no others. 


For Sale Everywhere, 








Probably. 


Mrs. Jawk—Why do the newspapers call it 
The Wooly West, John? 

Mr. Jawk—Probably because so many people 
get fleeced out there.— Time. 


TORONTO MUSICAL INSTRUMENT 00. 


Sole agents for 


[BRUNO ¢ VICTOR 


GUITARS BANJOS 


They are acknowledged by the Profession and Pablie 
to be the most perfect made. Prices lowest in the 





oy. 

xamine our stock in this line ; it will repay you. 

JOSEPH RUSE, Manager 
346 QUEEN ST. WEST, TORONTO 


JOHN FLETCHER 


IRON AND STEEL WORK 


Roors, GIRDERS, BEAMGO, 
STAIRS, COLUMNS 
AKND ALL KINDS OF IRON WORK FOR BUILDING PURPOSES. 





Office: 5680 Yonge Street, Toronte 
BARRETT & CO. 





Real Estate and Commercial Exchange 


TELEPHONE 897 


Toronto, Ont. 


Nt. (harles Restaurant 


LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 
70 YONGE STREET 


Next door to Dominion Bank 


18 Yonge St. Arcade 








Lunch Counter for Gentlemen on the 
round floor. Finest Bar in Canada. 
hoice Stock of Liquors and Cigars 


HEASLIP & PIERCE 
Proprietors 


PATENTS 


Caveats and Re-ssues secured, Trade-Marks registered, 
and all other patent causes in the Patent Office and before 
the Courts promptly and carefully prosecuted. 

Upon receipt of model or sketch of invention. I make 
careful examination, and advise as to patentability free 
of charge. 

With my offices directly across from the Patent Office, 
and being in personal attendance there, it is apparent that 
I have superior facilities for making prompt preliminary 
searches, for the more vigorous and successful prosecution 
of applications for patent, and for attending to all business 
entrusted to my care, in the shortest possible time. 

FEES MODERATE, and exclusive attention given te 
patent business. Information, advice and special refer- 
ences sent on request. 


R. J. LITTELL, 
Solicitor and Attorney in Patent Causes, 
Washington, D. C., 
Opposite the U. 8. Patent Office. 


ROF. DAVIDSON 


CHIROPODIST & MANICURE 


Finger Nails Beautified, Corns, 
Bunions and In-growing Nails 
Cured without Pain. 


Has Removed to Room 1 
39 KING STREET WEST 


aren 
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(Mention this Paper.) 









centsI|ALL DRUGGISTS 





3 CRAND PRIZES. 
5 COLD MEDALS. 





30,000,000 POUNDS. 







SQUARE, NEW YORK. 


MONTREAL, AGE 
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ee A Word to the Wise. 


[very winter and spring Inflammation of the Lungs, induced by neglected Colds 


und Coughs, causes the death of thousands who might have been saved by the timely 
use of Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. **1 was afflicted with a severe Cough, which 
deprived me of my regular sleep. After trying various remedies, without benefit, 
I procured a bottie of Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, and used it according to directions. 1 


am happy to say that this medicine cured me. — Robert Holliway, Linn, Mo. 


I have used Aver's Cherry Pectoral,| Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral is the best rem- 
for several years, in cases of severe Colds | edy I know of for diseases of the Throat 


and Throat affections, and have always | and Lungs. It cured me of incipient 

found it a speedy and effectual remedy for | Consumption, forty years ago.—S. R. 

these ailments.— Samuel Bement, Prin- Lawrence, Schuylerville, N. Y. 

cipal Bartlett School, Lowell, Mass. | About three years ago, as the result of a 
IT cannot say too much in praise of | bad Cold, I had a Cough, for which I 

Aver’s Cherry Pectoral. 1 have used it in; could obtain no help until I commenced 

my family many years, and always with | using Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. One bottle 


of this medicine effected a complete cure. 
— John Tooley, Ironton, Mich. 


I have used Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, 
and received great benefit from it. I con- 
sider it an excellent medicine for the 
diseases it is designed to cure.— Rufus A. 
Tremain, Guysborough, N. H. 

One bottle of Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral 
saved my life. It cured me of acute 
Bronchitis when other remedies failed. — 
George B. Hunter, Altoona, Pa, 


perfect satisfaction. It never fails. — Mrs. | 
hi. F, McKeen, New Gretna, N.d. | 

I have used Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral in 
my practice since 1853, and have always 
found it relixble for the cure of Colds, 
Coughs, and all Throat and Lung diseases. 
— S. Haynes, M. D., Saranac, N. Y. 

T am never withor* Ayer’s Cherry Pec- 
toral. It cures’severe cases of Colds and 
Coughs more speedily than any other rem- 
edy known. — E, Allen, Kingston, O. 


Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, 


Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. Sold by Druggists. Price $1; six bottles, $5. 
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E>. E. FARRINGER 


TEACHER OF 

Piano, Violin, Cornet & Orchestral Instruments 
will accept engagements as Cornet Soloist for Concerts and 
Entertainments. Apply to or address 


S88 Homewood Avenue 


M, FIELD 
® FROM LEIPZIG AND FRANKFORT 
Piano Virtuoso 


105 Gloucester Street & Toronto College of Music 


sires Risa inne’ "= 
iD men jon. 
R. E, W. SCHUCH 


x Chu ch of the Redeemer, ones Univer- 
sity Glee Club, bas resumed instruction in 
Voice Culture and Expression in Singing 
At his residence, 
83 Avenue Street (College Avenue). 


ARMONY BY CORRESPONDENCE 


To accommodate those living at a distance 

Mr. THOS. SINGLETON, Port Hope, Ont., 
Will ; ive lessons in harmony as above ana prepare candi- 
dates for examinations in Mu-ic at Trinity Co'lege and the 
Toronto Conservatory of Music. All Mr. Singleton’s pupils 
who have taken the Trinity examinations have been suc- 
cessful. Reference—Mr. Arthur E. Fisher, Mus. Bac. and 
A.C.O. (E: g.), Toronto. 


M*. J. W. F. HARRISON 


and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Churca and Musica 
ae ot the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmoasayg 
94 Gloucester Street 
WALTER DONVILLE 
Teacher of Violin 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 





8 Buchanan St., and Toronto College of Music 


VO (LATE OF THE ROYAi 

e e ote eh 

y) Organist rmaster Jarvis St. Baptis 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory | 


at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street 


SIGNOR ED. RUBINI 


eee pil of Moscheles and Thalberg, late principal 
singing at the London Academy, London, Eng., 
now a oer 0 ooaions of Toronto, ana gives lessons in singing to 
ladies and gentlemen, amateur and professiqnal studer: 
and specially prepares pupils for ail branches of the musica 
less1*n—operatic, concerts and oratorios. Voi e pro- 
on is ove of Signor Rubini’s specialties. Terms mod- 
erate. Circulars on application at residence, 101 Gerrard 
St. East, or to Messrs. Nordheimer’s or Messrs. Suckling & 


ISS ALICE WALTZ 
Solo rano, Plymouth Church, Brookiyn, and St. 
ohn’s R. C. Church, Philadelphia. 
CONCERT, ORATORIO AND RECITAL 
Pupils received in Voice Culture. 
417 Church Street 


ONTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


15@ Carlton St., opp. Horticultural Gardens 
Established 1884 


Under the direction of 


CHAS. FARRINGER 
A German educated in Germany. 


Our primary Department is second to none, and is not 
oly nominally, but actwally, under supervision of the 
neip 1. 


VOICE CULTURE AND PIANOFORTE INSTRUCTION. 


Miss MARIE C. STRONG, Primo- 
Contralto, has much pleasure in announcing that 
she is now to give lessons in Voice Culture and 
Pianoforte Playing. Open for — ey at sacred and 
secular concerts. terms, etc., at the piano ware- 
rooms of Messrs. A. & S Nordheimer, and Suc ing & Sons’, 
er 80 Bond Street. 





TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


Thorough Instruction in All Branches 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director 


TORONTO Hon. G W. ALLAN 


cgNSERVATOpy 


oF MUSic 
OVER 1,009 PUPILS LAST TWO YEARS. 


All branches taught : Instrumental and Vocal 
Music, Oratorio and Church Music, Klocution, 
Languages, etc. SCHOLARSHIPS, CERTIFICATES 
and Diptomas granted. Frer Theory and 
Violin Classes. REE concerts, recitals and lec- 
tures. Organ students can practice and have 
lessons on m ificent new instrument, built 
especially for Conservatory. Pupils maysenter 
at any time. Send for new 85-page Calendar. 

Address EDW ARD FISHER, Music«. Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and W ilton’ Avenue. 


BRITISH AMERICAN 


‘mcurporatea 
1886 








ng to a business educa 
tion thoroughly taught by 
able and experienced teachers. 






HE ASSOCIATED ARTISTS’ 


SCHOOL OF ART AND DESIGN 
Antique, Life and Painting Classes 
Daily 


Applications may be made at the rooms, M and N 
Yonge Street Arcade. . 


A® EXPERIENCED FUTOR— Regis 

Public School man. Prepares boys for entrance 

ashe English Public Scnools ; also for Univer- 
ERMAN, 381 


A SPLENDID CHANCB 


WE WILL GIVE NEW SUBSORIBERS 
‘*SATURDAY NIGHT” 


WORLD TYPEWRITER 


For @1@, cash with order. The price of the Typewriter 
Alone is @20, See advertisement of this machine in 
another column. 
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L. R- O'BRIEN, R.C.A. 


Studio, 20 College Street 


Open to the public on Saturday afternoons from 3 to 5. 
Mr. O'Brien’s work this year includes sketches and paint- 
ings from the south and west coasts of England. 


FoR CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR'S 
PRESENTS 


Micklethwaite’s Fine Crayon Portraits 
Prize Award at Toronto Industrial, 1889 


Gallery cor. King and Jarvis Sts., Toronto 


$20 Creyon and Frame for $10. Satisfactory likeness 
guaranteed. 


J. FRASER BRYCE 


PHOTOGRAPHER 
107 King St. West - TORONTO 
J.W. L. FORSTER 
Studio ” 81 King St. East 

OHN P. MILL 
SWISS AND AMERICAN WATCHES 
From Three Dollars up. 


PORTRAITS AR] 
Has a large assortment of 
4454 Yonge Sireet, opp. College Ave. 














LOST 


buying our 


BOOTS AND SHOES 


From that old reliable house of 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


AMERICAN GOODS A SPECIALTY 


87 and 89 King St. East, Toronto 





WEIN INVITE you T TO INSPECT OUR 


the test hea Sceodun oon and Canadian 
THE OLD RELIABLE GOLDEN BOOT 


for fall wear, 
pad 


or ‘Yonge Bt. 





LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN'S 


‘| Carpet an 





THE “JEWEL” RESTAURANT 
Jordan Street 


This favorite restaurant of Toronto’s business men has 
recently been eniarged and refitted throughout. 
Reading and smoking rooms. 


HENRY MORGAN + Proprietor 
"THE LEADER SAMPLE ROOM 
THE CHOICEST LINES OF 
WINES, L'QUORS AND CIGARS 
First-Class Restaurant in Connection 
E. SULLIVAN, Proprietor 
- M. McCONNELL - 


46 and 48 King Street East. 


aaeeaee Des Sine in cases and bulk. Family 
S caanaad baat hae 


Comm 
trade a 
F OR OYSTERS erVED aie 
CALL AT 
JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT 
DOORS NEVER CLOSED ‘ 
Grand Opera House Building. Tel. 2060 


DON'T TAKE UP YOUR CARPETS 


We have removed to 509} Yong Yonge 
dious premises, where we are p red to fill all orders for 
cleaning carpets without taking them up. We also take 
up and rela: ay carpets where it is necessary. Toronto 
Plush Ken. Co. 





Street, to more commo- 





A Flat Failure. 


—Lippircott's Magazine. 


|The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd. 


OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 


All tenderness and soreness of the feet since we have been $500, Oooo 2 = han oe Rensemnilo rates = 


and terms of repayment. t. Ne valuation fee 
HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES M N, 
President Manager. 


MISSES PATON & GOULD 


Modistes and Fashionable Dressmakers 





Rooms in R. Walker & Sons’ Golden Lion. 
Miss PLUMMER 
MODISTE; 


57 GLOUCESTER STREET 


"TBE MAGIC SCALE 
Best Tailer & r= tting. Perfect-Fi 
pene “ uttiing. e) tting 


Shite Rene aah eon ee fee’ Deaging Dress. 


made to cite tena Waist linings cut 
for 25c. 426 1-2 Yonge Street. 


DRESS. CUTTING 


DRESSMA4KING 
Perfection in Fit, 

ie ce Cae and mantle 

ed 

mae te 

J. & A. CARTER 


372 Yonge St., Torente 










*RAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 
And all Principal Points in 
JANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


It ie positively ~ a line from Toronto runni 
selebrated Pullman Teed, catehe elvin Buffet and a 
Gag elects lighted ar og y. clvitity. - 

For fares, time es, tickets an able informs 
spply at the city ticket offices, a 
SLATTER, City Passenger Agen’ 
Jorner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, 
Telephone Nos. 484 and 435. 


WINTER TOURS 


Bermuda, Nassau, Florida, Jamaica, 
Cuba, Célifornia, Britis Colum- 
_ bia, Coloredo, Texas 
A. F. WEESTER, £8 Yorge St, 


GENERAL TICKET AGENT. 


PA Ve 


F.H. SEFTON 
DENTIST 
172 Yonge Street, meas Goer to R. Simpson's 
OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. 


OMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 
Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillings, Crowns and Sections. 
Also Continuous Gum Sets. operations knewn to 
modern dentistry practiced. 


CHAS. P. ice 
Yonge Street Arcade - 
Telephone 1946 


EETH WITH OR 
WITHOUT A PLATE 
enn ae Vitalized air for painless 


extraction. Telephone 
C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


C. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 
New Process—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Crowns 
& specialty. 
Telephone 3031 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 
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PACIFIC Ky. 


TOURIST ONE WAY 


EXCURSIONS 


FOR 1890 


TO 


British Columbia 
Washington Territory 


Oregon and California 
On FRIDAY 


February - . > . - Mth, 28th 
March - - . * “ 14th 2rth 


For berths and all information, apply to any Agent of the 
Company, or write 


W. RB. CALLA WAY, a Pareer ger Agent, 


4 York Street, Tcronto, 
AUTOHARPS 







3 Bar - - » oe 
4 Bar ° . 
5 Bar - ~ . ° co 


12.50 
= 15.00 
5 Bars, 13 Chords . 


Largest stock in Canada of 


Violins, Guitars, ba gang Ac- 
cordeons, Concertinos, &c, 


Everything » the Musical line, 
Sheet Music, Music Books. Every- 
vant pelocs up to the times and at the 


WHALEY, ROYCE & C0, 


MUSIC DEALERS 
158 Yonge Srteet, Toront« 


J. W. Cheeseworth 


TAILOR AND DRAPER, 
106 King St. West 








A Complete Assortment os 


Fall and Winter Goods 


Suitable for Gentlemen’s present wear 


N.B.—The public should call and see our Cheviots and 
Scotcn Tweeds, suitable for Double-breasted Sack Suite. 


HIGH CLASS PORTRAITS 


Oils. Water Color and Crayon 


“VEST END ART STUDIO 
3754 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 
Mre. A. 8. Daviee, Miss M, E. Bryens, Artistes 


Opal and Ivorine Portraits a Specialty 


Instructions = in portraits and decorative art on 
-_ satin glaes. r specimens, terms, etc., call af 
above 


55 CENTS 


The small purchase amounting to 55e.— 
fifty-five cents, for which a numbered re- 
ceipt or voucher is given, may win the 

ze of the watch worth one thousand 

000. Americans as well Sam 
dians will please note the fact. This said 
watch is the finest in America as a mechani- 
cal work of art. Send for circulars. 


RUSSELL’S 


® King Street West, Terente 








PATTERSON & FENTON 


Dentists 
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE DOWN TOWN OFFICE 


169 COLLEGE ST. 141 YONGE ST. 


Dental Electric Vibrator for Painless Ex raction 


R. G. TROTTER 
Surgeon Dentist 


14 Carlton St. . - Toronto 
Office hours—9 a.m. to 5 p.m., 7 to 10 p.m. 
CG UNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per dos. 








Jas. Cox & SON 


88 Yonge Street 


PASTBY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS 


McCAUSLAND & SON'S Luncheon and ice Cream Parlors 
WALL PAPER __/THEPARMELEE ROOFING AND PAVING CO. 
eer GRAVEL ROOFING 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VAR'ETY AND BEAUTY For all kinds of Flat Reofs. 
76 KING STREET WEST Wes Clas Bottom, Sitowelta, Beeman, f eto., ote. 


10 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO. 


LESSONS IN. PHRENOLOGY 
Examinations, Ora or Written. 
_BP- ENDOW. 19 MsComs swe 
ARISE ee ONAN LS 2 RR AS TES SSA IE 
J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 
#47 Yonge Street, Toronto, 


TORONTO 


CANADIAN SECRET SERVICE 


ae Sree, Des mt Cee, ee 


Legitimate detective work done at reasonable rates and 
done that in 
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Social and Personal. 


(Continued from | Page Two.) 
bring home corner stones and various other 
trinkets from Palestine. but those who know 
the Doctor's penchant for “stunners” will be 
prepared for most anything. 























































































look very pretty. 
Mr. A. Mowat read an essay on Free Wil 


W. Cooper opened discussion. 

The Buglers of the Queen’s Own Rifles held i 
their second annual At Home on Wednesday 
evening, February 29, at their mess rooms, 69 
Adelaide street east. About eighty people 
were present and spent a most enjoyable 
evening, The thanks of the guests are due to 
the following committee: Bugle Major Smith, 
Corp!. Ross, Buglers Cotteriil and Montgomery. 


every where has lost a valiant champion. 


-Mrs. Newman of Wilcox street, who was 
married a fortnight or so ago, received the con- 
gratulatory visits of her friends on the third, 
fourth and fifth of February, in her new home, 
Wilcox street. Her gown was a becoming one 
of dove gray royale silk with a touch of salmon 
Mrs. Hirschfelder and Miss Shibley assisted 
Mrs. Newman in her duties as hostess, 


fellow students are silently extended. NEMo, 








A Chat with Minnie Maddern. 


of looking at things makes one ready to call 
On Wednesday, February 5, the members of | her with all earnestness—" sweet.” 
Maitland Lacrosse Club gave their annual 
dinner in Yorkville. The evening was pleas- 
antly spent, and the careful appointments 
reflected credit on the committee, composed of 
Messrs. Doane, Fletcher, Cashman, Blight 


Douglas and Ritchie, 


her pretty bright hair. 


usually she did not feel tired. 
‘We have only a couple of hours’ work in 
the day, while many are busy from eight to 


A most delightful party was that given by 
Miss Maud Campbell of Razelton avenue, on 
Wednesday evening, February 5, and an event 
of such a pleasing nature as will not soon be 
forgotten by the many of Miss Campbell’s 
friends who enjoyed her hospitality on this 
occasion, Amongst those present were: Miss 
Peuchen, Miss Whittaker of Grimsby, Miss 
Hollenbecker, Miss McCullough, Miss Cheyne, 
Miss Broderick of St. Thomas, Miss Riddell, 
Mrs. Barnes of Cleveland, O , the Misses Hun- 
ter, the Misses Mills, the Misses Courtenay, 
Miss Carruthers, Miss N. Hunrer, Miss Rohert- 
son, Miss Dollie Burns, the Misses Logan, Miss 
Tinning, Miss Platt, Miss McDonald, Miss 
Vale, Miss Toye, Mrs. Bert Brown, Messrs, A. 
Peuchen, Clark, W. Home, H. Tinning, C. 
Campbell, H. Tayloi, S. Burns, F. Rose, J. 
Laidlaw, F. Wells, Ed. McCormack, J. Gard- 
ner, S. Burns, W. Lawson, A, Park, W. Hunter, 
R. Morrison, Geo. Rose, W. Rose, T. Greene, 
Cc. Brown, D. Merrick, Mr. Stitt and many 
others. 


are supposed to drag out,” she said merrily. } 

That was pleasing. It is so refreshing to 
hear some one speak of her own life as fairly 
endurable, that I imagined Miss Maddern was 
an uncommon person, and straightway pro- 
ceeded to lose myself in a tangle of delightful 
talk. 

** What is your advice to stage-struck girls?” 
I asked, 

‘It is very old and very terse, just ‘don’t, 
was the reply. 

‘‘Our life unfits us for what.is the truest jov 
of every right-minded woman—the home life. 
You see, we have no home, and, judging from 
incidents which occasionally come to our no- 
tice, actresses do not live happy married lives, 
off the stage. Then, too, ifa man has a wife, he 
does not care for her photographs to adorn the 
mantel-shelves of the dudes, so there it is.” 

Miss Maddern was on the stage since a tiny 
tot of four years, and she loves the work even 
now, when, not old but certainly past the giddy 
teens, she looks on life as rather a serious busi- 
ness, 

‘* We learn to fit ourselves into our surround- 
ings and never worry over anything. Nothing” 
—with a careless little wave ofa pretty hand— 
‘* matters if one is only used to being, in Eng- 
lish idiom, ‘ beastly philosophical.’” 

The stage, Miss Maddern thinks, could be 
made a good teacher, but if press and people 
run wild over so-called society women who do 
not know how to behave themselves, it is far 
from exerting a good influence. 

“I am charmed with your city,” she said 
with earnestness. ‘It strikes me as having so 
80 many homes which are individualized. 
In New York people live in rows and 
rows of brown houses, all alike, all ugly 
and dreadfully common, Here the houses 
exhibit the taste and inclination of the people, 
and I think Toronto should justly be proud of 
her handsome homes,’ 

About dresses Miss Maddern gave an em- 
phatic opinion. 

*“* We must dress well,” she said, ‘‘ but talent 
should combine with the dressmaker -to turn 
out a creditable actress. Dress in itself and by 
itself is abominable.” 

“What do you think of the actresses who 
depend almost entirely on the man-milliner 
for their success?” 

* I never think ofthem at all,” said Miss Mad- 
dern, laughingly. Presently she said quite seri- 
ously: ‘Papers publish such details as the 
style of an actress’ underwear or the quality of 
her hose, and that is not pleasant or politic.” 

Miss Maddern holds a high opinion of true 
art and sensibly dislikes to see fasaion snap 
her fingers for artistic merit to follow. 
FRANCES BURTON CLARE, 





. Varsity Chat. 


Mr. and Mrs. Keys’ solicitous efforts to enter- 
tain their guests last Saturday evening were 
entirely successful. The fragrant burden of 
hostess-ship was borne in part by Miss Keysand 
Miss F. V. Keys, 91. Among the favored were 
Miss Madge R. Robertson, B.A., Miss Lawler, 
Miss Willson, Miss Ryckman, Miss Mott, Miss 
Scott, Miss Idington, the Misses Carruthers, 
Miss Reesor, Fellows Chamberlain and Fraser, 
Mr. Brebner and a number of other gentlemen 
of the year 90. Progressive topics, popular 
and profound, busied the guests during the 
time not filled with music of the violin by Miss 
F. V. Keys or of the piano by Miss Lawler, the 
sweet voices of gleemen or that strange-to.say 
considerable period through which refresh. 
ments occupied the attention of the intellectual 
company. Mr. Chamberiain too, who was in 
excellent voice, gave an affecting rendition of 
an original reminiscent ballad commencing : 

Of old when Aichines and I were little boys at schcol, 
It kept our wicked wits alive to never keep a rule. 
*. 


On Tuesday afternoon, in room No, 8, the 
Mathematical and Physical Society held the 
regular weekly meeting. Mr. J. A. Duff, B.A., 
contributed a paper entitled Notes on Energy. 
A number of problems were also solved. 


Mr. Jas. Scott was leader at Y. M. C. A. on 
Thursday afternoon. His discourse, which was 
founded on Romans xii., 1, was entitled Our 
Reasonable Service. 


A determined effort is just now being made 
to increase the usefulness of the Literary 
Society. Mr. C. A. Stuart, 91, set the ball 
rolling some time ago and his initiative 
is being actively supplemented. Mr. G. H. 
Ferguson, 91, proposes to strike out the 
words in the constitution which prevent 
the discussion of Canadian party politics. 
The idea has been dear to the heart of the 
average member for many a long day, but 
somehow or other the fanciful fears of author- 
ity have stood in the way of its realization. 
What the outcome may be in the present in- 
Stance is hard tosay. We live in hope. Mr. 
-McNichoi's scheme is to increase the society's 
various business enterprises of student inter- 
functions so as to permit it to undertake 





Out of Town. 


——— 


KINCARDINE, 


Many of our people in this neighborhood 
will be more than shocked to hear of the very 
sudden death of Mr. John Thorrington who 
was so ardently known and respected here 
en? to his departure for Denver in Colorado. 

r. Thorrington was stepping from an up car 
just as a down came along and was thrown 
under the wheels of the latter. He was carried 
into the nearest drug store, where everything 

ssible was done to alleviate his sufferings, 

e died the following morning, leaving his 
widow and a host of friends to mourn the un- 


had, however, seen a nice little hole under a 
great big rock in which he thought it would 


before the Philosophical Society of ’91, at the 
regular meeting on Wednesday morning. Mr. 


By the death of Senator Macdonald the cause 
of higher education and of truth against error 
Rich, 
generous, of wide sympathies, and above alla 
Christian gentleman, the late senator belonged 
toaclass whose numbers are all too few. To 
hisson, Mr. A. A, Macdonald, ‘90, whose brilliant 
cgurse just drawing to a close is marred by the 
sad circumstance, the deep sympathies of his 


Miss Maddern is a charming woman to talk 
to. A combination of pretty little ways, de- 
lightful seriousness and a womanly manner 


I found her daintily-gowned in a dull blue 
negligee, which shot additional gleams into 
She apologised for not 
being dressed in dignified style and said that 


six ; so I fail to see the laborious life which we 

















































Mason was assisted by the Misses Mason in re- 
ceiving and entertaining their guests during 
the evening, 

Mrs. Walsh and child of Orangeville are vis- 
iting at Mrs, J. C. Morgan’s. 

Dr. and Mrs. W. Hanbidge of Ogdensburg 
spent a few days recently in town at Mrs, 

ker’s of Sunnyside. 

H. Howell, Q.C., of Winnipeg, was the guest 
of Mrs. Lally this week. 

Mr. Duke of Toronto spent Sunday in town 
and was the guest of Mrs. D. Spry. 

Mr. A. T, Barrand of Syracuse paid a short 
His friends here were 

OCULAIRE, 


AMERICAN FAIR 


334 Yonge Street, Toronto. Telephone No. 2033 


1 


The owners order us to sell a large lot of fine Albums sent us direct from 
the factory, and put on a price that will make them sell. We make the price 
8c. up to $1.99. They are really worth from 25c. to $5. 

(n our Bargain Tables through the center of the store will be found goods 
at from one-quarter to one-third the usual prices. All our goods are new and 
fresh, and very best makes. A new Catalogue and Price List now ready. Call 
for or send and get ono. W H BENTLEY & CO. 


TRIUMPHANT OVER ALL COMPETITORS 


The official list of awards at the EXPOSITION UNIVERSALLE, PARIS, 
1889, proves that the HIGHEST possible PREMIUM, the ONLY GRAND PRIZE 
for Sewing Yachines, was awarded to the Wheeler & Wilson Manufacturing 
Co. Then why buy a cheaply-constructed shuttle machine when you can 
get the Rotary, Light-Running, High-Arm, Noiseless Wheeler & Wilson for 
the same price? The Acknowledged Best in the World. For a Useful and 
Handsome Holiday or Wedding Present buy Our No. 9 Parlor Cabinet. 


See our No. 12 and D 12 Machines for Tailoring, Leather Work, and all 
manufacturing purposes. 


WHEELER & WILSON MANF’G CO. 


PRINCIPAL OFFICE FOR ONTARIO: 


266 Yonge Street 


TORONTO 


visit in Barrie recently. 
glad to see him. 








On Dancing. 


“*The waltz is going,’ is the cry we hear 
every two or three seasons,” says a writer in 
Modern Society. ‘“‘But somehow the waltz 
keeps its courage up, and seems none the worse 
for the attacks of its would-be successors, and 
the gavotte, the minuette, the pavane, and the 
cotillion retire for a time into the background 
co recoup their energies for a fresh onslaught 
in a year ortwo. Meanwhile, the waltz reigns 
supreme, not the merry, rollicking thing of 
twenty years ago, but an emasculated image 
of its former self, a mere procession a deux up 
the bali-room, in which the young man, solemn 
of aspect and rigid in form, shoves his partner 
in front of him like a wheelbarrow. Concern- 
ing the new rival, which is said to be on the 

int of entering the tield, Mr. Gurney and 

err Strauss have apparently hit upon the 
same idea, and the latter is about to introduce 
it on the boards of the Vienna Opera House, 
where, one may imagine, its beauties will be 
seen to perfection. 

“The new dance appears to be a combination 
of waltz and minuet: and its Austrian in- 
ventor claims for it the problematical ad- 
vantage of allowing more time for conversation 
between partners. The cry of ‘ wolf’ has been 
raised so often that I am not inclined to attach 
much importance to this time. In the first 
place, I do not believe that the British youth 
will take the trouble to learn a dance in which 
posturing plays a prominent part. With all 
his virtues he is an awkward being, and what 
is more, has a sort of detnite pride in his 
awkwardness. It was different in the last 
century, when professors of deportment ex- 
hibited their signs in every street. The 
dancing public, confined to the creme de la 
creme, had then nothing whatever to do but to 
study the precepts of M. Feucillet, with his 
elaborate system of dance-notation, in which 
cabriole, cadence, and pirouette had its separate 
sign. Can you imagine Young England of to- 
day learning laboriously to shake the leg and 
point the toe in a dancing academy ? 

‘The greater opportunities for conversation 
promised by the valse minuet do not appear to 
me an unmixed benefit. Ball room conversa- 
tion has never been regarded as very sparkling 
or very profound. Young men, as the old 
book of etiquette says, usually confine their re- 
marks to the state of the weather and the heat 
of the room. Indeed, one would require a sort 
of ‘ double-action’ consciousness to make origi- 
nal and appropriate comments on men and 
things, while poised upon one toe, or waiting 
anxiously for the next pirouette or glissade. 

‘**The German may be thankful for half a 

loaf; for he has absolutely no chance of talk- 
ing to his partner save during the dance itself, 
or the dismal parade round the room in the in- 
terval. Here it is different. What, I may 
ask, is the end or good of going to a dance? 
Dancing, me say? Not at all. Ask any ex- 
perienced hostess what she considers the chief 
requisite for the success of a dance, and she 
will answer, plenty of ‘sitting-out’ room. 
There is the secret of the Englisb dance, which 
differentiates it from any other all the world 
over. 
**T do not believe that one Englishman in a 
dozen cares in the least for dancing in itself. 
True, I have been present at college orgies 
where, ‘when men had well drunk,’ they let 
off their superfluous spirits by a wild waltz, in 
which the ‘ ladies’ were distinguished by being 
in their shirt sleeves, But I never heard of 
anyone doing it after he had cut his wisdom 
teeth. I have watched my fellowmen at dances 
time after time, and I affirm it as my solemn 
belief that the attraction lies simply and solely 
in sitring-out. They dance, Jee because they 
have been asked to do so, and it would be rude 
to refrain altogether; but note the wild rush 
for the door when the last notes of the waltz 
are heard, how man and maid make for shel- 
tered nook and half lighted alcove, and sit 
down to probe each other’s souls. 

“It is just this precious five minutes, the 
only five minutes in the whole of our social life 
when youth and maiden can sit close together 
in the dark, sans peur et sans reproche, and 

talk all the scuff they know;’ it is just this 
brief five minutes that gives flavor to dancing 
as I understand it, 

**The Germans, to whom the ‘little time we 
snatch from time’ is a forbidden thing, are 
welcome to their ‘opportunities for conversa- 
tion.” They are few enough in the Fatherland. 
Let us vote solid for the old regime, and refuse 
in the words—or nearly so— of Juvenal, ‘ prop- 
ter saltum satiendi perdere causam ’—which, 
for the benefit of the ladies, I will render—‘ for 
the sake of dancing to destroy the motive for 
dancing.’” 








GEO. BARRETT, Manager 


TELEPHONE 277 


Large Stock 


Reliable 


Fancy Furniture imported from 
Germany, Eng'and, Fra:.ce, United 
States, etc., in great variety at low- 
est porsible pries. It will be a 
pleasure to see them. 


I have four flats, 26 x 100, well 
stocked with Bedro m Suites, Din- 
ingroom Suites, Parlor Suites, Hall 
Racks, Tables, Book Cases, etc., etc. 


FINE 


UPHOLSTERING 


AND 


FURNITURE 


R. F. PIEPER §f met have put onc’ price—every. 


436 Yonge Street thing marked in plain figures. I 


I make any style of Furniture to 
order at your own price. In Uphol- 
stering I carry a large stock of Cov- 
ering and Frames, and can suppiy 
anything. 


Prices Low 


pack for purchasers from the coun- 
try free of charge. 


Showing no Trouble 








JACOBS & SPARROW'S OPERA HULSE HURRAH!!! 


For Re-appearance of 


BARMORAL CHOIR 


OF GLASGOW 





Matinees Taesday, Wednesday and Saturday 


Week Commencing Monday, Feb. 10 
SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST HORTICULTURAL PAVILION 


j ON 
LILLY CLAY S Saturday, Feb. 15 and Monday, Feb. 17 


&@ Reserved seats 50c. Admission 25c. 
Box plan opens at Nordheimers’ on Monday next. 
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phen 


No. 1 ROSSIN BLOCK 


GENTLEMEN'S FULL DRESS TOILET 


Prince Alberts, Silk Lined Over- 
coats a Specialty 





Not in a Confessional. 


Dignified Mamma—When that young man 
left you last night, I heard something which 
sounded like a kiss, 

Dignified Daughter—Did you? How does a 
kiss sound, mamma,—N, Y. Weekly. 








: Ideal in fabrics made from the choicest 
wools by the best looms in the world 
and make them in the most 


COLOSSAL GAIETY COMPANY 

























































The popular Balmorai Choir will be heard 
again at the Pavilion on February 15 and 17. 
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Under the personal management of SAM T. JACK 


40 - ARTISTS - AO! 


Presenting the Gorgeous Spectacle of 


THOROUGHLY ARTISTIC MANNER 


} at the lowest prices consistent with 

















est. This proposal raises the question, not 
easily settled, of the society's capacity for ad- 
ministration and opens up the possibility of a 
real parliament. Mr. *‘ Doc” McLay is to the 
front with a long motion dealing with the mat- 
ter of a college paper, Apparently Mr. Mc- 
Nichol's motion must pass before Mr. McLay’s 
‘8 admissable, 
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Mr. W. D. Kerswill, ’90, read before the 
‘Oriental Club in Knox on Tuesday evening a 
Paper on the Hittites, Dr. McCurdy delivered 
an address on the same subject. 


Mr. P, McArthur, ‘91, who is at present giv- 
‘ing rein to bis well-known literary proclivities 
in connection with the Mai, paid the reading 
room a visit the other day. 


The Modern Language Club devoted itself 
last Monday afternoon to the consideration of 
Goethe. Mr, W. H. Graham, ’90, occupied the 
chair, The programme consisted as usual of 
Teadings and essays. 


Miss Green, '92, contributed a paper to the 
Programme of the Political Science Associa- 
tion on Wednesday. Her subject was Norman 
and Angevin Administrations, Mr. J. B. Peat 
also contributed a paper on the Grand Trunk 

ilway. 


* 

Undergraduates noted with pleasure a few 
‘days ago the distinguished courtesy with 
Which the librariaa conducted Mr. McGinty 
bout the reading-room. That literary curios- 
ity labelled Catalogue received a due measure 
‘of attention, The visitor declared there was 
‘Dcthing like it¥at the bottem of the sea. He 


timely cutting off of one who was loved and re- 
spected wherever he was known. H, K. C, 


BARRIRE, 


On Wednesday evening, January 29, a party 
of young people, chaperoned by Mrs, Cotter 
and Mrs. J. Sanford enjoyed a most delightful 
sleigh drive to Midhurst, then to The Boulders, 
Allandale, the residence of Mr. Schreiber. All 
were we'comed by Mrs. Schreiber to an im- 
promptu dance which prolonged festivities 
until after one o’clock in the morning, when 
the return trip to Barrie was taken, all having 
enjoyed vhemselves to their hearts’ content. 
Those present were Miss Tisdale of Simcoe, 
Messrs, Frank and Fred Wray of Hamilton, 
Mr. Geo. Esten, Mr, F. and Miss Hornsby, Mr. 
Sanford, the Misses Victoria and Birdie Mason, 
Mr. H. McVittie, the Misses Schreiber, Mr. E. 
Mitchell, Miss M, Cotter, Mr. T. R. and Miss 
Katie Boys, Mr, F. Hye Lauder, Miss Bertie 
Stewart, Mr. H. Kortright, Miss Maud Lally, 
Mr. C. H. Beard, Miss Teetie Mason, Miss Lulu 
Irwin of Kingston, Miss Bertha Holmes and 
Mr. A. Giles, 

Harr Hall presented quite a gay appearance 
last Monday night, being the occasion of an 
impromptu dance and card pore given by Mrs, 
Geo. J. Mason. This little event went off 
charmingly and the merriment was at _ its 
height until the hours of early morning. The 
large drawing tees was used for dancing, the 
floor was all that could be wished, and with 
good music the dance was enjoyed by those 
who were fond of this pleasure. Non cers 
and those who cared to play whist or to have a 
tete a tete had no difficulty in pating ag 
nooks, Those present were: Mr. an rs, 
Radenhurst, Mr. and Mrs. J. Henderson, Mr. 
and Mrs. J. Sanford, Mr, and Mrs. L. Beatty, 


oe 
nd Miss H , Mr, H, 
Gillett, ape Stewart, Mr. F. H. Laud 
Mr, E. Mitchell, Mr, W. D. B. Sory, Mr. 


Beard, Mias Millie Henderson, the Misses For- 
syth, Mr, A, Giles and Mr, Fred Crease. Mrs. 

















The Hamilton minstrels will give a matinee ; 
and evening performance at the Academy of ee | the highest standard __ 
Music on January 15. They have a choras of BEAUTY IN DREAMLAND = 2. . 
forty voices and an orchestra of seventeen Or, PEARLS OF THE ORIENT a. ¢ Oo 
pieces and claim to give a real old-time Christy oe ! w ge 2 
minstrel performance, (Copyrighted May, 1889) | O of ° 3 

And the Picturesque Buriesque of 2 Pa} al es 2 
=: @ 
ANTHONY AND CLEOPATRA see 
a 3 sO8 
I'd Prices—15c., 20c., 30c., 35. and 50c. ' = or 5 2 i G 3 
Week Feb.17 - - J. H. WALLICK | of sua B pt: 
—_—_— meee tt de oe ae tn OER SS ek ‘ qo ww wp a 
"T\ WD | * ce ‘c 3 he 
“COMEDY” TORONTO PHILHARMOMC SOCIETY) yecx. amavis § 2 £2 9242 
sas F. H, TORRINGTCN, Conductor TRACHER OF . . ti t 
One Week, Baginning Monday, Feb. 10 i ngeeeenih dee: t 
Wednesday and Saturday Mattnees First production in Canada of MaX  BRUCH'S Grand | Be. 2 & : > 3 
i 91 Wilton Av., Toronto | = > 0 


“COMEDY” 


The Representative American Eccentric Comedian 


ARMINIUS \souN J. TONKIN 





PAVILION MUSIC HALL 
J. 1B. OTIS rnareday, Feb. 13 icine as 
EIGHT O'CLOCK SHARP. ATTER 
TH E “ | i. ENT Mme, Anna aan on 9 New York. OF TORONTO 


Geo. é. Parker, Tenor, Boston. 
W. M. Porteous, Base; St, Louis. 


Grand Chorus of 300 
Grand Orchestra of 60 


Reserved seat plan now open at Mcssrs. Nordheimer’s. 
Prices—#1, 750. and 5c. , 


Full Rehearsal” Wednesday Evening |155 Yonge Street, corner Richmond 
ee TORONTO 


H. W. WILLIAMSON, Seo. . W 0. MATTHEWS, Treas. ‘a 
J. EARLS, Presa, A..8. EBBELS, Asst. Seo.-Treas. Telephene 1720 


The Fineet Goods at 
Lowest Prices 


PARTNER 


An Entirely New American 3-Act Oomedy, written ex- 
pressly for him by Hurssrt Haut Winstow, Esq. 


The wonderful Edison Phonograph is 
used during the performance of the comedy 
and is an important factor in the develop- 
ment of the plot. 


“COMEDY” 
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E>? E. FARRINGER 


TEACHER OF 
Piano, Vielin, Cornet & Orchestral Instruments 


will accept engagements as Cornet Soloist for Concerte and 
Entertainments. Apply to or address 


58 Homewood Avenue 
M, FIELD 


FROM LEIPZIG AND FRANKFORT 
Piano Virtuoso 
165 Gloucester Street & Toronto College of Music 


Concerts, and will also tak 
qt let olan . 
R. E, W. SCHUCH 


Chu ch of the Redeemer, Conductor Univer- 
sity Glee Club, has resumed instruction in 
Voice Culture and Expression in Singing 
At his residence, 


3 Avenue Street (College Avenue). 
ARMONY BY CORRESPONDENCE 

To accommodate those living at a distance 

Mr. THOS. SINGLETON, Port Hope, Ont., 

Will ; ive lessons in harmony as above ana prepare candi- 
dates for examinations in Mu-ic at Trinity Co'lege and the 
Toronto Conservatory of Music. All Mr. Singleton’s pupils 
who have taken the Trinity examinations have been suo- 
cessful. Reference—Mr. Arthur E. Fisher, Mus. Bac. and 
A.C.O. (E: g.), Toronto. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Churca and Musica 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmoasays 
94 Gloucester Street 
WALTER DONVILLE 
‘Teacher of Violin 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 


L. R- O'BRIEN, R.C.A. 
Studio, 20 College Street 


Open to the public on Saturday afternoons from 3 to 5. 
Mr. O'Brien’s work this year includes sketches and paint- 
ings from the south and west coasts of England. 


FOR CHRISTM {AS AND NEW YEAR'S 
PRESENTS 


Micklethwaite’s Fine Crayon Portraits 
Prize Award at Toronto Industrial, 1889 


Gallery cor. King and Jarvis Sts., Toronto 


$20 Crsyon and Frame for $10. Satisfactory likeness 
guaranteed. 


J FRASER BRYCE 
J.W. L. FORSTER ARI 
Has a large assortment of 


PHOTOGRAPHER 
PORTRAITS 
Studio - 81 King St. East 
SWISS AND AMERICAN WATCHES 
From Three Dollars up. 


107 King St. West - TORONTO 
J OHN P. MILL 
4454 Yonge Street, opp. College Ave. 





8 Buchanan St., and Toronto College of Music 


(LATE OF THE ROYA) 
Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 


at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street 


SIGNOR ED. RUBINI 


Pianoforte = of Moscheles and Thalberg, late principal 
essor of singing at the London Academy, London, Eng., 
now a resident of Toronto, ana gives lessons in singing to 
ladies and gentlemen, amateur and: professiqnal studer. 
and specially prepares pupils for all branches of the musi 
essi*n— ic, concerts oratorios. Voi e pro- 
on is ove of Signor Rubini’s specialties. Terms mod- 
erate. Circulars on —_—— at residence, 101 Gerrard 
gees or to Messrs. Nordheimer’s or Messrs. Suckling & 
2. 


a. ALICE WALTZ 
"iv tomnnae 
CONCERT, ORATORIO AND RECITAL 
Pupils received in Voice Culture. 
417 Church Street 


ONTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


15@ Carlton St., opp. Horticultural Gardens 
Established 1884 


Under the direction of 


CHAS. FARRINGER 
A German educated in Germany. 


Our primary Department is second to none, and is not 
ooly —_ but actaally, under supervision of the 
neip 1. 


VOICE CULTURE AND PIANOFORTE INSTRUCTION. 


Miss MARIE C. STRONG, Primo- 
Contralto, has much pleasure in announcing that 
she is now red to give lessons in Voice Culture and 
Pianoforte ying. Open for engagements at sacred and 
secular concerts. Ci terms, etc., at the piano ware- 
rooms of Mesars. A. & S Nordheimer, and Suckling & Sons’, 
er 30 Bond Street. 





TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


Thorough Instruction in All Branches 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director 


TORONTO Hon, G W. ALLAN 


cgNSERVATO Ry 


OF MUSic 
OVER 1,009 PUPILS LAST TWO YEARS. 


All branches taught : Instrumental and Vocal 
Music, Oratorio and Church Music, Elocution, 
Languages, etc. SCHOLARSHIPS, CERTIFICATES 
and DIPLOMAS granted. Free Theory and 
Violin Classes. FREK concerts, recitals and lec- 
tures. Organ students can practice and have 
lessons on m ificent new instrument, built 
especially for Conservatory. Pupils mayeenter 
at any time. Send for new 8-page Calendar. 

Address EDW ARD FISHER, Music« Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 


BRITISH AMERICAN 


‘mcurporated 
1886 





LOST 


buying our 


BOOTS AND SHOES 


From that old reliable house of 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 
AMERICAN GOODS A SPECIALTY 
87 and 89 King St. East, Toronto 








ng 
tion thoroughly taught by 
able and experienced teachers. 


-- C. O'DEA, Secretary. 
HE ASSOCIATED ARTISTS’ 


SCHOOL OF ART AND DESIGN 
Antique, Life and Painting Classes 
Daily 
ications may be made at the rooms, M and N, 
¥ Street Arcade. 


A® EXPERIENCED TUTOR—English 

Public School man. Prepares boys for entrance 
at the English Public Schools; also for Univer- 

sity salen. Address I. ROSS-WETHERMAN, 81 

rtland Street, Toronto. 

Rererences—The Lord Bishop of Toronto, Sir Daniel 

Wilson, the Provost of Trinity, Elmes Henderson, Esq., 

Dr. Temple, Mr. Justice Street 


ASPLENDID CHANCE 


WE WILL GIVE NEW SUBSORIBERS 


“*SATURDAY NIGHT” 


WORLD TYPEWRITER 


For $16, cash with order. The price of the Typewriter 
Alone is @E@, See advertisement of this machine in 


another column. 












WE INVITE YOU TO INSPECT OUR 
stock of Boots and Shoes for fall wear, consisti ng of 
the best American and Canadian makes. 328 Yonge 
TH OLD RELIABLE GOLDEN BOOT 
LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN’S 


FINE 
SHOES 






-| Carpet an 


THE “JEWEL” RESTAURANT 
Jordan Street 


This favorite restaurant of Toronto’s business men has 
recently been enlarged and refitted throughout. 


Reading and smoking rooms. 
HENRY MORGAN . . Proprietor 
"THE LEADER SAMPLE ROOM 
THE CHOICEST LINES OF 
WINES, L'QUORS AND CIGARS 
First-Class Restaurant in Connection 
E. SULLIVAN, Proprietor 


- M. McCONNELL - 
46 and 48 King Street East. 


Commendador —_ Wine in cases and bulk. Family 


trade a for the celebrated Moet and Chan 
don ‘ ite Seal,” George Gourlet and other leading brands 
of Cham e. Over half a million im always 
in stock. le supplied at bottom pric 

FOR OYSTERS SReR att" 


CALL AT 

JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT 
DOORS NEVER CLOSED : 

Grand Opera House Building. Tel. 2060 


DON'T TAKE UP YOUR CARPETS 


We have removed to 509} Yonge Street, to more commo- 
dious premises, where we are to fill all orders for 
cleaning carpets without taking them up. We also take 
up and relay carpets where it is necessary. Toronto 
Plush Ren. Co. 





A Flat Failure. 


F.H. SEFTON 


OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. 
GOMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 
Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillings, Crowns and Zections. 


Also Continuous Gum operations known to 
modern dentistry practiced. 


CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Yonge Street Arcade - - 
Telephone 1846 


EETH WITH OR 
WITHOUT A PLATE 
Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 


raction. Telephone 
C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


C. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 
N 
2 ew —eagaagipenaere mors aaa Porcelain Crowns 
Telephone 3031 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 


Room B 








—Lippircotts Magazine. 





|The Home Savings & Lean Co. Ltd. 
OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 
to loan on Mo: small and large 


All tenderness and soreness of the feet since we have been $500, 00Oo sums. Reasonable rates of interest 


and terms of repayment. No valuation fee b 
HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 
President Manager. 


MIUSSES PATON & GOULD 


Modistes and Fashionable Dressmakers 





Rooms in R. Walker & Sons’ Golden Lion. 
M's PLUMMER 
MODISTD; 


57 GLOUCESTER STREET 


"THE MAGIC SCALE 
Best Tailer re ot ae. Perfect-Fitting 
Hall’s Bazaar and Dress Forms for Draping Dresses. 


made to order—perfect fit guaranteed. Waist linings cut 
for 25c. 2 Yonge Street, 


DRESS CUTTING 


The New Tailor System 

(ieee and Best, " taught 

here or through 

the asrured, 

Large inducements to agents. 

DRESSM4KING 
Perfection 





duced 
J. & A. CARTER 


372 Yonge St., Torente 








PATTERSON & FENTON 
Dentists 


OFFICE AND P.FSIDENCE DOWN TOWN OFFICE 
169 COLLEGE ST. 141 YONGE ST. 


Dental Electric Vibrator for Painless Ex racticn 


R G. TROTTER 
Surgeon Dentist 
14 Cariton St. - - Toronto 


Office hours—9 a.m. to 5 p.m., 7 to 10 p.m. 
GUNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per dos. 


McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
WALL PAPER- 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADES AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 


CANADIAN SECRET SERVICE 


Under Government ‘2 Head Offices, Temple 


Legitimate detective work Gene at reasonable rates and 
performed in an honorable manner. Nothing done that in 
ee eee 


Box 1999, Montreal, "Ton 


‘RAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
The Old and Powvlar Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Pointe in 
JANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


It is positively the only line from Toronto running the 
brated Pullman’s Palace Sleeping, Buffet and Pariop 
Oars, electric lighted. Speed, safety, civility. 
For fares, time tables, tickets and reliable information 
apply at the city ticket offices. 
P. J. SLATTER, City Passenger Agen 
Jorner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, Toronto, 
Telephone Nos, 484 and 4365. 


WINTER TOURS 


Bermuda, Nassau, Florida, Jamaica, 
Cuba, Ceélifornia, Britis Colum- 
_ bia, Coloredo, Texas 
A. F. WEESTER, £8 Yorge St, 


GENERAL TICKET AGENT. 


ANADIAN > 
mY Kolb ate Ru 


- 


TOURIST ONE WAY 


EXCURSIONS 


FOR 1890 


TO 


British Columbia 
Washington Territory 











Oregon and California 
On FRIDAY 


February - . - ° - Mth, 28th 
March - - >. - ~ 14th = 2th 


For berths and all information, apply to any Agent of the 
Company, or write 


W. BR. CALLA WAY, District Paseerger Agen 


24 York Street, Sereate, 
AUTOHARPS 
re . . = $4.00 
r . 7 7 5.00 
rs, 9 Chords 7 ° : 19 50 


Bars, 11 Chords - - 15.00 
5 Bars, 13 Chords’ = 25.00 


Largest stock in Canada of 


Violins, Guitars, Banjos, Ac- 
cordeons, Concertines, &c. 








3 
4 
5 
4 
5 


Everything in the Musical line, 
Sheet Music, Music Books. Every- 
thing up to the times and at the 
right prices. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & C0. 


MUSIC DEALERS 
158 Yonge Srteet, Torontc 


J. W. Cheeseworth 


TAILOR AND DRAPER, 
106 King St. West 





A Complete Assortment or 


Fall and Winter Goods 


Suitable for Gentlemen's present wear 


N.B.—The public should call and see our Cheviotes and 
Scotcn Tweeds, suitable for Double-breasted Sack Suita. 


HIGH CLASS PORTRAITS 


I 
Oils. Water Color and Crayon 
“VEST END ARTSTUDIO 
3754 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 
Mre. A. 8. Daviee, Miss M, BE. Bryans, Artistes 
Opal and Ivorine Portraits a Specialty 


Instructions given in portraits and decorative art op 
china, satin glass. For specimens, terms, etc., call af 
above address. 


55 CENTS 


The small purchase amounting to 550.— 
fifty-five cents, for which a numbered re- 
ceipt or voucher is given, may win the 

rize of the watch worth one thousand 


cal work of art. Send for circulars. 


RUSSELL’S 


® King Street West, Terente 








Jas. Cox & SON 


88 Yonge Street 


PASTBY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS 


Luncheon and ice Cream Parlors 


THE PARMELEE ROOFING AND PAVING CO. 
GRAVEL ROOFING 


For all kinds of Flat Reofs. 
ASPHALT PAVING 
es Cities paleo Seem Repeater, Pastas sie 


10 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO. 


LESSONS IN: PHRENOLOGY 


Examinations, Ora or Written. 
MRS. WENDON, 238 McCaul Street. — 


J. YOUNG 
THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 





S47 Yonge Street, Toronto. 
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WAY a Re ae 
, Social and Personal. 
CAGO (Continued from Page Two.) 
bring home corner stones and various other 
STATES trinkets from Palestine, but those who know 
) running the the Doctor’s venchant for “‘stunners” will be 
} and Parlop prepared for most anything, 
information : 
ren The Buglers of the Queen’s Own Rifles held 
eet, Toronto. their second annual At Home on Wednesday 
evening, February 29, at their mess rooms, 69 
Adelaide street east. About eighty people 
RS were present and spent a most enjoyable 
evening. The thanks of the guests are due to 
a maica, the following committee: Bugle Major Smith, 
‘olum- Corp!. Ross, Buglers Cotterii] and Montgomery. 


rge St, 


Wilcox street. 


Mrs. Newman in her duties as hostess, 





dinner in Yorkville. 





NS 


Messrs. Doane, Fletcher, 
Douglas and Ritchie. 


A most delightful party was that given by 
Miss Maud Campbell of Razelton avenue, on 
Wednesday evening, February 5, and an event 
of such a pleasing nature as will not soon be 
forgotten sy the many of Miss Campbell’s 
friends who enjoyed her hospitality on this 
occasion. Amongst those present were: Miss 
Peuchen, Miss Whittaker of Grimsby, Miss 
Hollenbecker, Miss McCullough, Miss Cheyne, 
Miss Broderick of St. Thomas, Miss Riddell, 
Mrs. Barnes of Cleveland, O , the Misses Hun- 
ter, the Misses Mills, the Misses Courtenay, 
Miss Carruthers, Miss N. Hunrer, Miss Rohert- 
son, Miss Dollie Burns, the Misses Logan, Miss 
Tinning, Miss Platt, Miss McDonald, Miss 
Vale, Miss Toye, Mrs. Bert Brown, Messrs, A. 
Peuchen, Clark, W. Home, H. Tinning, C. 
Taylor, S. Burns, F. Rose, J. 
Laidlaw, F. Wells, Ed. McCormack, J. Gard- 
ner, S. Burns, W. Lawson, A. Park, W. Hunter, 
R. Morrison, Geo. Rose, W. Rose, T. Greene, 
Cc. Brown, D. Merrick, Mr. Stitt and many 


ritory 


‘nia 


th, 
ith 


28th 
2rth 


Agent of the 


r Agent, 


. Tcronto. Campbell, H. 


others. 





. Varsity Chat. 


entirely successful. 


Miss F. V. Keys, '91. 





rth 


Jest 





company. 


oods 


an original reminiscent ballad commencing : 


Of old when chines and I were little boys at schcol, 
It kept our wicked wits alive to never keep a rule. 
o? 


. wear 
On Tuesday afternoon, in room No, 8, the 
beviots and Mathematical and Physical Society held the 
k Suite. regular weekly meeting. Mr. J. A. Duff, B.A., 
— ‘contributed a paper entitled Notes on Energy. 
| AITS A number of problems were also solved. 
. 

a Mr. Jas. Scott was leader at Y. M. C. A. on 
yon Thursday afternoon. His discourse, which was 
UDIO | founded on Romans xii., 1, was entitled Our 
. Reasonable Service. 

Artistes A determined effort is just now being made 
ialty to increase the usefulness of the Literary 
i Society. Mr. C. A. Stuart, 91, set the ball 
to., call at rolling some time ago and _ his initiative 
is being actively supplemented. Mr. G. H. 
Ferguson, 91, proposes to strike out the 
words in the constitution which prevent 
the discussion of Canadian party politics. 
The idea has been dear to the heart of the 
average member for many a long day, but 
im somehow or other the fanciful fears of author- 
~ ity have stood in the way of its realization. 
“4 What the outcome may be in the present in- 
a Stance is hard tosay. We live in hope. Mr. 
i. -McNichoi’s scheme is to increase the society's 


various business enterprises of student inter- 
functions so as to permit it to undertake 
est. This proposal raises the question, not 
easily settled, of the society's capacity for ad- 
ministration and opens up the possibility of a 
real parliament. Mr. ‘‘ Doc” McLay is to the 
‘front with a long motion dealing with the mat- 
‘ter of a college paper, Apparently Mr. Me- 
Nichol's motion must pass before Mr. McLay's 
8 admissable, 
* 


Mr. W. D. Kerswill, '90, read before the 
‘Oriental Club in Knox on Tuesday evening a 
Paper on the Hittites. Dr. McCurdy delivered 
‘an address on the same subject. 


iON 


: Mr. P, McArthur, ‘91, who is at present giv- 
‘ing rein to his well-known literary proclivities 
in connection with the Mail, paid the reading 
room a visit the other day. 


The Modern Language Club devoted itself 
last Monday afternoon to the consideration of 
Goethe, Mr. W. H. Graham, '90, occupied the 
chair. The programme consisted as usual of 
Teadings and essays. 


sl & 


ote, Miss Green, ‘92, contributed a paper to the 
Programme of the Political Science Associa- 
ONTO. tion on Wednesday. Her subject was Norman 
GY and Angevin Administrations. Mr. J. B. Peat 
also contributed.a paper on the Grand Trunk 
Railway, 
Street. ° 
eae - Undergraduates noted with pleasure a few 
“ys ago the distinguished courtesy with 
which the librariam conducted Mr. McGinty 
KER Sbout the reading-room. That literary curios- 


ity labelled Catalogue received a due measure 
‘of attention. The wisiter declared there was 
Rothing like it¥at the bottem of the sea, He 





.-Mrs. Newman of Wilcox street, who was 
married a fortnight or so ago, received the con- 
gratulatory visits of her friends on the third, 
fourth and fifth of February, in her new home, 
Her gown was a becoming one 
of dove gray royale silk with a touch of salmon 
Mrs. Hirschfelder and Miss Shibley assisted 


On Wednesday, February 5, the members of 
Maitland Lacrosse Club gave their annual 
The evening was pleas- 
antly spent, and the careful appointments 
reflected credit on the committee, composed of 
Cashman, Blight 


Mr. and Mrs. Keys’ solicitous efforts to enter- 
tain their guests last Saturday evening were 
The fragrant burden of 
hostess-ship was borne in part by Miss Keysand 
Among the favored were 
Miss Madge R. Robertson, B.A., Miss Lawler, 
Miss Willson, Miss Ryckman, Miss Mott, Miss 
Scott, Miss Idington, the Misses Carruthers, 
Miss Reesor, Fellows Chamberlain ard Fraser, 
Mr. Brebner and a number of other gentlemen 
of the year 90. Progressive topics, popular 
and profound, busied the guests during the 
time not filled with music of the violin by Miss 
F. V. Keys or of the piano by Miss Lawler, the 
sweet voices of gleemen or that strange-to-say 
considerable period through which refresh- 
ments occupied the attention of the intellectual 
Mr. Chamberiain too, who was in 
excellent voice, gave an affecting rendition of 


























































































look very pretty. 


W. Cooper opened discussion. 


every where has lost a valiant champion. 


fellow students are silently extended. NEmo. 
Shei henineciecie 


A Chat with Minnie Maddern. 





to. 
her with all earnestness—‘* sweet.” 
her pretty bright hair. 


usually she did not feel tired. 


are supposed to drag out,” she said merrily. { 
That was pleasing. 


talk. 


I asked. 
‘It is very old and very terse, just ‘don’t, 
was the reply. 


mantel-shelves of the dudes, so there it is.” 


ness, 


lish idiom, ‘ beastly philosophical.’” 


from exerting a good influence. 


with earnestness. 


rows of brown houses, all alike, 
and dreadfully common, 


her handsome homes.’ 


phatic opinion. 


itself is abominable.” 


for their success?” 


ously : 


her hose, and that is not pleasant or politic.” 


her fingers for artistic merit to follow. 
FRANCES BuRTON CLARE. 





Out of Town. 


KINCARDINE, 


ssible was done to alleviate his sufferings. 


e died the following morning, leaving his 


widow and a host of friends to mourn the un- 
timely cutting off of one who was loved and re- 
spected wherever he was known. a 9 


BARRIE, 


On Wednesday evening, January 29, a party 
of young people, chaperoned by Mrs. Cotter 
and Mrs. J. Sanford enjoyed a most delightful 
sleigh drive to Midhurst, then to The Boulders, 
Allandale, the residence of Mr. Schreiber. All 
were we'comed by Mrs, Schreiber to an im- 
promptu dance which prolonged festivities 
until after one o’clock in the morning, when 
the return trip to Barrie was taken, all having 
enjoyed themselves to their hearts’ content, 
Those present were Miss Tisdale of Simcoe, 
Messrs, Frank and Fred Wray of Hamilton, 
Mr. Geo. Esten, Mr. F. and Miss Hornsby, Mr. 
Sanford, the Misses Victoria and Birdie Mason, 
Mr. H. McVittie, the Misses Schreiber, Mr. E. 
Mitchell, Miss M. Cotter, Mr. T. R. and Miss 
Katie ys, Mr. F. Hy Lauder, Miss Bertie 
Stewart, Mr. H. Kortright, Miss Maud Lally, 
Mr. C. H. , Miss Teetie Mason, Miss Lulu 
Irwin of Kingston, Miss Bertha Holmes and 
Mr. A. Giles. 

Harr Hall presented quite a gay appearance 
last Monday night, being the occasion of an 
impromptu dance and card party given by Mrs, 
Geo. Mason. This little event went off 
charmingly and the merriment was at its 
height until the hours of early morning. The 
large crowtaneses was used for dancing, the 
floor was all that could be wished, and with 

music the dance was enjoyed by those 
who were fond of this pleasure. Non dancers 
and those who cared to play whist or to have a 
tete a tete had no difficulty in pating ya 
nooks, Those present were: Mr. an rs, 
Radenhurst, Mr. and Mrs. J. Henderson, Mr. 
and Mrs. J. Sanford, Mr, and Mrs. L. Beatty, 
Mrs, J: H. MeKeggie, Mrs. A. Lloyd, Mr. Geo. 
Estep, Miss Patteson, Miss S Mr. 
Hope aaah, ee ence tte 
an ornsby, Mr, c e, te 
Gillett, Mies Bertie Stew Mr. F. H. Lauder, 
Mr. E. Mitchell, Mr. W. D. B. Spry, Mr. H. 
Beard, Miss Millie Henderson, the Misses For- 
syth, Mr. A, Giles and Mr, Fred Crease. Mrs. 


TORONTO SATURDAY 


Mason was assisted by the Misses Mason in re- 


had, however, seen a nice little hole under a 
ceiving and entertaining their guests during 


great big rock in which he thought it would 


Mr. A. Mowat read an essay on Free Will 
before the Philosophical Society of '91, at the 
regular meeting on Wednesday morning. Mr. 


By the death of Senator Macdonald the cause 
of higher education and of truth against error 
Rich, 
generous, of wide sympathies, and above alla 
Christian gentleman, the late senator belonged 
to aclass whose numbers are all too few. To 
hisson, Mr. A. A, Macdonald,'90, whose brilliant 
course just drawing to a close is marred by the 
sad circumstance, the deep sympathies of his 


Miss Maddern is a charming woman to talk 
A combination of pretty little ways, de- 
lightful seriousness and a womanly manner 
of looking at things makes one ready to call 


I found her daintily-gowned in a dull blue 
negligee, which shot additional gleams into 
She apologised for not 
being dressed in dignified style and said that 


**We have only a couple of hours’ work in 
the day, while many are busy from eight to 
six ; so I fail to see the laborious life which we 


It is so refreshing to 
hear some one speak of her own life as fairly 
endurable, that I imagined Miss Maddern was 
an uncommon person, and straightway pro- 
ceeded to lose myself in a tangle of delightful 


** What is your advice to stage-struck girls?” 


‘Our life unfits us for what.is the truest joy 
of every right-minded woman—the home life. 
You see, we have no home, and, judging from 
incidents which occasionally come to our no- 
tice, actresses do not live happy married lives, 
off the stage. Then, too, ifa man has a wife, he 
does not care for her photographs to adorn the 


Miss Maddern was on the stage since a tiny 
tot of four years, and she loves the work even 
now, when, not old but certainly past the giddy 
teens, she looks on life as rather a serious busi- 


‘* We learn to fit ourselves into our surround- 
ings and never worry over anything. Nothing’ 
—with a careless little waveofa pretty hand— 
‘matters if one is only used to being, in Eng- 


The stage, Miss Maddern thinks, could be 
made a good teacher, but if press and people 
run wild over so-called society women who do 
not know how to behave themselves, it is far 


*T am charmed with your city,” she said 
**It strikes me as having so 
so many homes which are individualized. 
In New York people live in rows and 
all ugly 
Here the houses 
exhibit the taste and inclination of the people, 
and I think Toronto should justly be proud of 


About dresses Miss Maddern gave an em- 


*“* We must dress well,” she said, “ but talent 
should combine with the dressmaker-to turn 
out a creditable actress. Dress in itself and by 


‘**What do you think of the actresses who 
depend almost entirely on the man-milliner 


“T never think ofthem at all,” said Miss Mad- 
dern, laughingly. Presently she said quite seri- 
“Papers publish such details as the 
style of an actress’ underwear or the quality of 


Miss Maddern holds a high opinion of true 
art and sensibly dislikes to see fasaion snap 


Many of our people in this neighborhood 
will be more than shocked to hear of the very 
sudden death of Mr. John Thorrington who 
was so ardently known and respected here 
we to his departure for Denver in Colorado, 

r. Thorrington was stepping from an up car 
just as a down came along and was thrown 
under the wheels of the latter. He was carried 
into the nearest drug store, where everything 







































































the evening. 


iting at Mrs, J. C. Morgan's. 
Dr. an 


ker’s of Sunnyside. 
of Mrs. Lally this week. 
and was the guest of Mrs. D. Spry. 


visit in Barrie recently. 


glad to see him. OCULAIRE, 








On Dancing. 


Modern Society. 


in a year or two. 


seen to perfection. 


of waltz and minuet: 
ventor claims for it the problematical 


between partners. The cry of ‘ wolf’ has 


much importance to this time. 
posturing plays a prominent part. 


awkwardness, 


hibited their signs in every street. 
study the precepts of 


sign. 


point the toe in a dancing academy ? 
me an unmixed benefit. 


book o 


of the room. 


anxiously for the next pirouette or glissade. 


terval. Here it is different. What, I 


Dancing, — say? Not at all. 
perienced 


will answer, plenty of ‘sitting-out’ 
over. 


True, I have been 
where, ‘when men 


in their shirt sleeves, 


in sitring-out. They dance, 


down to probe each other’s souls. 


as I understand it. 


ter saltum satiendi 
for the benefit of the 


:” 


dancing. 








Not in a Confessional. 


sounded like a kiss, 


kiss sound, mamma,—N, Y. Weekly. 





The popular Balmorai Choir will be heard 
again at the Pavilion on February 15 and 17. 


-- 





The Hamilton minstrels will.give a matinee 
and evening performance at the Academy of 
Music on January 15. They have a chorus of 
forty voices and an orchestra of seventeen 
pieces and claim to give a real old-time Christy 


minstrel performance. 


Grand (pera, House 


“COMEDY” 
One Week, Baginning Monday, Feb. 10 


Wednesday and Saturday Matinees 


“COMEDY” 


The Representative American Eocentric Comedian 


J.B. POLK 
THE SILENT 


PARTNER 


An Entirely New American 3-Act Comedy, written ex- 
pressly for him by Hurssar Hatt Winsiow, Esq. 


The wonderful Edison Phonograph is 
used during the performance of the comedy 








and is an important factor in the develop- 
ment of the plot. 


“COMEDY ” 


Mrs. Walsh and child of Orangeville are vis- 


d Mrs. W. Hanbidge of Ogdensburg 
spent a few days recently in town at Mrs, 


H. Howell, Q.C., of Winnipeg, was the guest 
Mr. Duke of Toronto spent Sunday in town 


Mr, A. T. Barrand of oe paid a short 
is friends here were 


“*The waltz is going,’ is the cry we hear 
on, two or three seasons,” says a writer in 
er’ “But somehow the waltz 
keeps its courage up, and seems none the worse 
for the attacks of its would-be successors, and 
the gavotte, the minuette, the pavane, and the 
cotillion retire for a time into the background 
co recoup their energies for a fresh onslaught 
Meanwhile, the waltz reigns 
supreme, not the merry, rollicking thing of 
twenty years ago, but an emasculated image 
of its former self, a mere procession a deux up 
the ball-room, in which the young man, solemn 
of aspect and rigid in form, shoves his partner 
in front of him like a wheelbarrow. Concern- 
ing the new rival, which is said to be on the 
int of entering the tield, Mr. Gurney and 
err Strauss have apparently hit upon the 
same idea, and the latter is about to introduce 
it 6n the boards of the Vienna Opera House, 
where, one may imagine, its beauties will be 


“The new dance appears to be a combination 
and its Austrian > 
vantage of allowing more time for aes 

en 
raised so often that I am not inclined to attach 
In the first 
place, I do not believe that the British youth 
will take the trouble to learn a dance in which 
With all 
his virtues he isan awkward being, and what 
is more, has a sort of desnite pride in his 
It was different in the last 
century, when professors of deportment A 

he 
dancing public, confined to the creme de la 
creme, had then nothing whatever to do but to 
. Feucillet, with his 
elaborate system of dance-notation, in which 
cabriole, cadence, and pirouette had its separate 
Can you imagine Young England of to- 
day learning laboriously to shake the leg and 


“The greater opportunities for conversation 
promised by the valse minuet do not appear to 
Ball room conversa- 
tion has never been regarded as very sparkling 
or yeay profound. Young men, as the old 

etiquette says, usually confine their re- 
marks to the state of the weather and the heat 
Indeed, one would require a sort 
of ‘ double-action’ consciousness to make origi- 
nal and appropriate comments on men and 
things, while poised upon one toe, or waiting 


‘“*The German may be thankful for half a 
loaf; for he has absolutely no chance of talk- 
ing to his partner save during the dance itself, 
or the dismal parade round the room in the in- 
may 
ask, is the end or good of going to a dance? 
Ask any ex- 
ostess what she considers the chief 
requisite for the success of a dance, and she 

room, 
There is the secret of the Englisb dance, which 
differentiates it from any other all the world 





































**T do not believe that one Englishman in a 
dozen cares in the least for dancing in itself. 
resent at college orgies 
ad well drunk,’ they let 
off their superfluous spirits by a wild waltz, in 
which the ‘ ladies’ were distinguished by being 
But I never heard of 
anyone doing it after he had cut his wisdom 
teeth. I have watched my fellowmen at dances 
time after time, and I affirm it as my solemn 
belief that the attraction lies simply and solely 
es, because they 
have been asked to do so, and it would be rude 
to refrain altogether; but note the wild rush 
for the door when the last notes of the waltz 
are heard, how man and maid make for shel- 
tered nook and half lighted alcove, and sit 


“It is just this precious five minutes, the 
only five minutes in the whole of our social life 
when youth and maiden can sit close together 
in the dark, sans peur et sans reproche, and 

talk all the scuff they know ;’ it is just this 
brief five minutes that gives flavor to dancing 


“The Germans, to whom the ‘little time we 
snatch from time’ is a forbidden thing, are 
welcome to their ‘opportunities for conversa- 
tion.” They are few enough in the Fatherland. 
Let us vote solid for the old regime, and refuse 
in the words—or nearly so— of Juvenal, ‘ prop- 
pessare causam ’—which, 
adies, I will render—‘ for 
the sake of dancing to destroy the motive for 


Dignified Mamma—When that young man 
left you last night, I heard something which 


Dignified Daughter—Did you? How does a 

















NIGHT. 


AMERICAN FAIR 


334 Yonge Street, Toron 


the factory, and put on a price that 


(n our Bargain Tables through 
at from one-quarter to one-third the 


il 








to. Telephone No. 2033 


The owners order us to sell a large lot of fine Albums sent us direct from 


will make them sell. We make the price 


8c. up to $1.99. They are really worth from 25¢c. to $5. 


the center of the store will be found goods 
usual prices. All our goods are new and 


fresh, and very best makes. A new Catalogue and Price List now ready. Call 


for or send and get ona. 


W H BENTLEY & CO. 








TRIUMPHANT OVER ALL COMPETITORS 


The official list of awards at t 


he EXPOSITION UNIVERSALLE, PARIS, 


1889, proves that the HIGHEST possible PREMIUM, the ONLY GRAND PRIZE 
for Sewing Machines, was awarded to the Wheeler & Wilson Manufacturing 
Co. Then why buy a cheaply-constructed shuttle machine when you can 
get the Rotary, Light-Running. High-Arm, Noiseless Wheeler & Wilson for 
the same price? The Acknowledged Best in the World. For a Useful and 
Handsome Holiday or Wedding Present buy Our No. 9 Parlor Cabinet. 


See our No. 12 and D 12 Machines for Tailoring, Leather Work, and all 


manufacturing purposes. 


WHEELER & WILSON MANFG CO. 


PRINCIPAL OFFICE FOR ONTARIO: 


GEO. BARRETT, Manager 


TELEPHONE 277 


Reliable 


I have four flats, 26 x 100, well 
stocked with Bedro m Suites, Din- 
ingroom Suites, Parlor Suites, Hall 
Racks, Tables, Book Cases, etc., etc. 


FINE 


UPHOLSTERING 


266 Yonge Street 


TORONTO 


Large Stock 


Fancy Furniture imported from 
Germany, Eng'and, Fra:.ce, United 
States, etc., in great variety at low- 
est porsible pries. It will be a 
pleasure to see them. 

AND 


FURNITURE 


I make any style of Furniture to 
order at your own price. In Uphol- 
stering I carry a large stock of Cov- 
ering and Frames, and can supply 
anything. 


436 Yo 


Prices Low 


R. F. PIEPER 





All my furniture is guaranteed by 
me I have but one price—every- 
thing marked in plain figures. I 
pack for purchasers from the coun- 
try free of charge. 


nge Street 


Showing no Trouble 








JACOBS & SPARROW'S OPERA HUUSE 





Matinees Tuesday, Wednesday and Saturday 


SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST 





Under the personal managemené of SAM T. JACK 


40 =- ARTISTS 


Presenting the Gorgeous Spectacle of 


BEAUTY IN DREAMLAND | 


Or, PEARLS OF THE ORIENT 
(Copyrighted May, 1889) 
And the Picturesque Burlesque of 





Prices—lL5c., 20c., 30¢., 35c. and 50c. 
Week Feb. 17 - - J. H. WALLICEK 


TORONTO PHILHARMONIC SOCIETY 


F. H. TORRINGTCN, Conductor 


ANTHONY AND crate 
| 





First production in Canada of MAX. BRUCH’S Grand 
Secular Oratorio 


ARMINIUS 


PAVILION MUSIC HALL 
Thursday, Feb. 


EIGHT O'CLOCK SHARP, 


13 





SOLOISTS 
Mme, Anna Bulkeley Bill, Contralto, New York. 
Geo. J. Parker. Tenor, Boston. 
W. M. Porteous, Base; St, Louis. 
Grand Chorus of 300 
Grand Orchestra of 60 


Reserved seat now open at Missrs. Nordhei: 
Prices—$1, 750. aoe ” , a 


Full Rehearsal “Wednesday Evening 


Admission Qc, 
H. W. WILLIAMSON, Seo. _. WO. MATTHEWS, Treas. 
3. EARLS, Pres, A..8, EBBELS, Asst. Sec.-Treas. 


Week Commencing Monday, Feb. 10 


COLOSSAL GAIETY COMPANY 
40 | 


| HURRAH!!! 


For Re-appearance of 


BARMORAL CHOIR 


OF GLASGOW 
AT 


HORTICULTURAL PAVILION 


's 
LI LLY CLAY Saturday, Feb. 15 and Monday, Feb. 17 


4 Reserved seats 50c. Admission 25c. 
Box plan opens at Nordheimers’ on Monday next. 





No. 1 ROSSIN BLOCK 


GENTLEMEN'S FULL DRESS TOILET 


Prince Alberts, Silk Lined Over- 
coats a Specialty 





Ideal in fabrics made from the choicest 
wools by the best looms in the world 
and make them in the most 


THOROUGHLY ARTISTIC MANNER 


} at the lowest prices consistent with 
the highest standard 


| 





c 
9 63 ef 
A o 
i eee 
Ge are ae N 
« = oe ~. aA 
ee ree Se os 
Z2u° 38 Osq3g 
obsess Sis: 
. QaFrF2gs Sot 2 
= zee: © ‘i; 
| . qou, 2 02 $ 
an ae <5 
Pror. DAVIS|/0 *°ZJe 35 5* 
TEACHER OF FE co - ¢ ' 
= ® w-« «CD 
DANCING S #5 S Q, 
ETC. z s* » 
i 91 Wilton Av., Torento | = 2 0 


JOHN J. TONKIN 


THE 
FASHIONABLE TAILOR & HATTER 
OF TORONTO 


The Fineet Goods at 
Lowest Prices 


155 Yonge Street, corner Richmond 


TORONTO 
Telephone 1730 
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SEWING MACHINES) 


LADIES: 


TORON1VU SATURDAY NIGHT 


Do you prefer a Machine with an Oscillating 


Shuttle ? 


Or one with a Vibrating Shuttle ? 
Or an Automatic with a Single Thread ? 


We make them all. 


The Singer Manufactoring Company, New York 


AGENCIES EVERYWHERE 


Central (ffiee for Canada : 


Out ot Town. 


OTTAWA. 

Sir John and Lady Macdonald gave a large 
dinner party at theor resi¢ence, Earnscliffe, on 
Sa‘ urday evening }+st. 

The dance at Mrs. Banset’s of Theodore 


street, on Saturday evening, was a very enjoy- 


able event. Dancing was indulged in until 
midnight, when an early Sunday breakfast 
was taken. 

Tnere were more people at Government 
House last Saturday than there have been for 
some time. The tobogganing ee 
good, and the ice was in splendid condition. 
The danciog, as usual, ended with the Kitchen 
Lancers—as rowdy a dance as has ever been 
witnessed in the capital, but which His Excel- 
lency evidently enjoys watching as much as 
ones. 

Mrs. Fortescue of Chapel street gave a small 
tea on Monday afternoon. : 

The same evening there was a large dance at 
Mrs, Allan Bates’ of Wilbrod street, which 
proved a strong counter-attraction to the skat- 
ing party at the Rideau Rink. 

Several ministerial dinners were given during 
the week, besides those given at Government 
House. 

Mrs. Joseph Gormully uf Daly street enter- 
tained several of her friends at a large supper 
party on Monday evening. 

Mrs. W. G. Perley, wife of our English M.P., 
will be At Home every Monday afternoon dur- 
ing the session. 

The At Home at Mrs. Trudeau’s on Tuesday 
afternoon was a most successful musieale. 

The secoud smoking concert given at the 
Ortawa clu» came off Tuesday evening. Mr. 
C. H. Mackintosh, ex-M.P.,in thechair. Amon 
others present were Mexsrs. Daly, Ross an 
Jones, M P’s,,. and Mr. Dickson Patterson of 
Toronto. Mr. Patterson's recitations ** brought 
down the house.” 

An innovation in the way of an Angling 
Party took place very appropriately at ‘the resi- 
dence of the Deputy Miuister of Marine Tues- 
day evening. Never before had so many people 
laughed so loud and so long. 

Mrs, George Perley gave a large tea the other 

day. 
Mrs. Fred Carling was the hostess at the 
Racquet Court on Wednesday last, on the occa- 
siou of an “afternoon dance” from 4to7. This 
is another innova'ion, and one tnat, it is hoped, 
wil! be lo. ked on as a substantial precedent. 

Mrs. A. Hurdman gave a large dance on Fri- 
day evening of last week at her residence, 
Riverview. on the Rideau River. 

Invitations will soon be issued for two small 
dauces at Government House, the first for 
Tuesday evening, February 11, and the second 
for Munday evening, February 17. 

Hon. Edward and Lady Alice Stanley have 
eturned frow England. 

The driving party to Aylmer on Thursday 
afternoon, by Mrs. Berkely Powell of Metcalfe 
street, was very largely attended. The drive 
Was a pleasant one, and was well calculated to 
give one an appetite for both the dinner and 
the dancing that followed, 

The Minister of Finance and Mrs, Foster gave 
a large Parliamentary dinuer the other even- 
ing. 
Yes'erday evening there was a dance at Mrs. 
Geurge Pei y's of Metcalfe streer, 

Mrs Mackeiz+, the wife of Hon, Alex. 
Mackenzie, and Madame Laurier, the wife of 
the icader of the Opposition in the House of 
Cousmons, are At Home every Saturday even- 
ing atthe Grand Union Hoel. These assem- 
bles have always been very po, ular, 


Lady Macdonald is again giving her very | 


popular breakiasts, at 11 30 o’clock, 

Mrs. W. G. Perley will snortly give a large 
dance a' her residence, Wellington street. 

Invitations are out for a dance to be given by 
Mis~ Alice Caron, the daughrer of Sir Adolphe 
and Lady Caron, at the Old Racquet Court, on 
the cvening of Wednesday, January 12, at 9 
oO clock. 

Fast Thursday a hockey team under the 
cognomen of The Vice-Regal Parliamentary 
Team left here tor Toronto, Barrie and other 
places, where they are to meet formidable 
rivalx,. The team is captained by Capt. A. H. 
MacMahon, A.D.C., and is composed of the fol- 
lowing gentler en: Hon. Edward Stanley, Mr. 
Hawkes, Mr. Wingfield, Hon. Arthur Stanley, 
all of Government House; Messrs. Barron, 
M. P., Ward, M. P., E. C. Grant and Hon. 
Senator Power. 

Miss Majorie Campbell of Government House, 
Toronto, is the guest of Speaker Allan of the 
Senate. y 

Sir Hector Langevin, Minister of Public 
Works, gave a Parliamentary dinner on Wed- 
nesday evening. 

Toe evening tobogganing party with bonfires 
and illamipations that was to have been given 
at Government House on Wedne:day evening, 
has been postponed indetinitely ; as also heve 
been the (wo concerts that were to have been 
given next week at Government House, at the 
r. que-t of Her Excellency Lady Stanley, by the 
Canadian College of Music, 


USHAW A. 


The Oshawa Dramatic Club who have been | 


rehearsing Everybody's Friend for several 
weeks past produced that comedy in the 
Music Hall lasc Thursday before a select audi- 
ence and more than sustained the reputation 
enjoyed by the n embers as amateur artists, a 
repu ation earned by painstaking efforts in 
representing the several parts in the cast of 
characters in a faultless manner. Mr. Aiex, 
Henderson, ir., as Mr. Featherley, Everybody's 
Friend, took his part well, and was on account 
of an easy off hand manner the right man 
in the right place. Miss Emily Warren, as 
Mrs. Feather!ey a neglected wife who recounted 
her domestic diffieulries brought about chiefly 
by Featherley’s untiring devotion to the cause 
of his many friends, faithfully portrayed that 
somewhat difficult role and showed evidence 
of more than ordinary ability, Another char- 
acter which required careful study was thar of 
Major Wellington de Boots taken by Mr. Bab- 
bitt. The major, in appearasce a brave 
man but confessedly at heart a coward and a 
hen-pecked husband. the evidence of which was 
discernible, was a prominent figure in each act 
and in copjuncrion with his consort, Miss 
Masson, a debutante of promise was repeatedly 
applauded. Miss Pedlar,in the role of Mre, 
Swar down, sustained that part admirably and 
showed that she possessed gifts somewhat above 


No. 66 King Street “West,” Toronto 





the average amateur and only requires prac- 
tice to take rank among artists. Mr. S, F, 
Jones as Mr. Icebrook, Miss Kate Hawthorn, 
maid, and Master Charley Mundy as page 
complete the list of the participants in this 
laughable play. In the respective parts taken 
by the latter mentioned they acquitted them- 
selves creditably and received their share of the 
applause. The play altogether was a surprise 
| to many and evoked the wurmest praise on all 

sides. It certainly is creditable to the town to 

have in its community those able to carry such 
' a thing through so well without outside assist- 

ance. 


solo by Mr. Ansell and music by the band. Mr. 

Ansell more than pleased the audience with 

| two selections which were convincing proof of 
his ability to lead our band to perfection if that 
trust is reposed in him, 


OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 
Evenings at resic ence, 461 Church Street. 


ol ENRY C, FORTIER, Issuer of Marriage 
Li 
At office — 16 Victoria Street, 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. 

At residence—57 Murray Street, evenings. TORONTO. 


| GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Licenses, 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 
land and Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence 118 Palmerston Avenue. 


EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 138 Carlton Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 

LONGMAN—At Niagara Falls South, on January 11, Mrs, 
E. Longman—twin sons 

COOK—At Ottawa, on January 31, Mrs. Fred Cook—a 
daughter. 

BRITTON—At East Toronto, on January 31, Mre. C. H. 
Britton—a son. 

DOWARD-—At Toronto, on Febzuary 1, Mra. E. Redgrave 
Doward—a daughter. 

DENOVAN— At West Toronto Junction, on January 31, 
Mrs. Alex. A C. Denovan—a son. 

MICHIE--At Toronto, oa February 1, Mre, John Michie 
—a son. 

GREGG—At Toronto, on January 25, Mrs. Maxwell Gregg 
—a son. 

IVORY—At Philadelphia, Pa., on January 19, Mrs. J. W. 
Ivory—a daughter. 

CASSELS—At Toronto, on February 4, Mrs. Hamilton 
Cass-ls—a son. 

BICKNELL—At Hamilton, on January 31, Mrs. James 
Bick nell—a daughter. 

DUNST sN— At Toronto, on January 29, Mrs. George 
Dunstan—~ daughter. 

MONTEITH—At Rosseau, Muskoka, on January 24, Mrs. 
John Monteith—a daughter. 

TENCH—At Chippawa, Ont., on January 25, Mre. W. J. 
Tench—a daughter. 

PYRKE—At Mildenhall, Suffolk, Eng., Mrs. V. E. Pyrke 
—a son. 

NETTLETON - At Penetanguishene, on February 1, Mrs. 
Charles A. Nettleton—a daughter. 

TAYLOR—At Toronto, ou February 4, Mrs. W. J. M. 
Taylor- a son. 

TAYLOR—At Toronto, on February 4, Mrs. W. J. L. 
Taylor—a son. 


Marriages. 
HARKINS—MURPHY—At Hamilton, on Febrvary 5, 
by R-v. Father Craven, John A. Harkins of Toronto, to 
| Liz ie second daughter of M. M-rphy, of Ham: Iton. 
LE JEUNE—McLE4N—At Walkerton, on January 30, 
| Henry L~ Jeune to Harriet Isabella McLean. 
| GREEN —JONES— At Toronto, on Jauuary 29, Wm. John 
Green to Clara Jo .es. 
McGU AY—CULLINS—At Whitby, on January 29, Theo. 
McGusy to Mary Collins. 
LEBAR—DALY—On December 24, Benjamin Lebar to 
Jenrie Daly. 
MARTIN— BOVINGDON—At Rochester, N. Y., on Janu- 
ary 15. Harry T. Fostter Martin to Annie E. Bovingdon. 
ULBRICH—FLEMING—At Torovto, on January 29, 
Charles F Uibrich to Frankie Wah. etah Fleming. 
NAPOLITANU—DONOFRIO—At Toronto, on February 
5, Ferdinando L. Napolitano to Maria Giroloma Donofrio, 


Deaths. 


BEATTY—At Toronto, on February 2, William Beatty, 
aged 7" years. 
COOK—At Toronto, on February 3, Mrs. J. B. Cook, aged 
32 years 
HOWARD—At Toronto, on February 3, John George 
Howard, aved 87 vears. 
CUMMING—At Toronto, on February 2, Angus Cameron 
Cumming, aged 30 years. 
BENSON—At Toronto, on February 2, Charles Griffin 
Benson, aged 9 years. 
HE W ARD— At Toronto, on February 4, John O. Heward, 
aged 70 \ ears. 
MUKRAY—At Toronto, on January 31, David 8S. Murray, 
aged 29 vears, 
“ HEELER- At Toronto, on February 5, George Lewis 
Wheeler, aged 3 years. 
GE: KIE—At Toronto, on January 30, Mrs. Walter B. 
Geikie, aged 58 years. 
WiING—at Toronto, on February 3, James Asa Wing, 
| aged 64 years 
McCAKTHY—At Toronto, Timothy McCarthy, aged 74 
years. 
MATTHEWS—At Wychwood Park, on January 31, 
Arthur Matthews, aged 9 years. 
GLAZEBROOK—At Kensington, London W., England, 
ov January 14, Mrs Micnael George Glazebrook. 
BALFOUUR—At Titusville, Fla., on January 27, Jessie 
Balfour. 
HOOKER—At Port Hope, on January 31, Geo. Hooker, 
aged 60 years. 
NE SON —At Hignland Creek, on January 30, John Nel- 
son, sr., aged 71 years. 
sUMMERS—At Toronto, on January 30, Alexander Sum- 
mers, aged 29 years, 
SHEF «lI ELD—4t Peterborough, on January 30, Charles 
Hyde Sheffield, aged 45 years. 
WALLACE—At Willowdale, Arthur Lang Wallace, aged 
24 years. 
PHILP—At Toronto, Jenny Wilson Philp, aved 15 vears. 
LILLIE—At Toronto, on February 2, Mrs. James Liilie, 
aged 31 \ ears. 
YOUNG—At Glencoe, on January 26, Mrs. Robert 
Young, aged 70 years. 
GILL—At Toronto, on February 4, Wm. Sanderson Gill, 
|} age 36 years. 
FERGUSON— At Scarboro’, on February 4, Wm. Fergu- 
} son, awed 77 years. : 
KING— 4t Cookaville, on February 3, Thomas D. King, 
agrd 68 years, ’ 
LONGMAN—At Niagara Falls South, on January 31, 
Mrs E Lo gman, aed 26 years. 
PILS WORTH —At Toronto, on February 1 Ernest E. L. 
Pilsworth, aged 27 years. 
THOMAS—At Etobicoke, on February 2, Richard 
| Thor as, aged 79 years. 
TROTTER—At Woodstock, on January 31, Abner V. 
| Trotter, aged 27 years. 
McINTY RE—At Tovonto, Margaret McIntyre. 
MAUDONALD— At Toronto, on February 4, John Mac- 
i dorald, aged 66 years. 
| GRAY—At Toronto, on February 4, John Gray, aged 47 
years, 


L. BALL, DENTIST 
* Honor Graduate of Session ’83 and 84. 


74 Gerrard Street East - . - Terento 


The several acts were interspersed by a | 
duet by Messrs. Adams and Verrall, a cornet | 


Imported and Canadian 


Fine Custom Clothing 


Cloths 


FASHIONABLE CAPE OVERCOATS---Made up in the latest 


style from $15 to $25. 


DRESS OVERCOATS---Beaver, Melton or Nap. These coats 
are cut, finished and trimmed equal to anything manufactured in 
Toronto or out of it. We import only the best materials, employ. 


only the best workmen and we always guarantee a fit. 


DOUBLE BREASTED PRINCE ALBERT SUITS---Made from 


fine black and colored worsteds. For $28 we can 
complete suit, elegantly finished and trimmed. 


R. WALKER & SONS 


18 to 24 


give you a 


33 to 37 King St. East == 


Colborre st. 


Ph 
rail 


247 Yonge St., opp. Trinity Square 


TELEPHONE 295 


LATE OF LLOYD BROS. 
HAS OPENED 


A FIRST-CLASS 


Luneh Parlor and Catering Establishment 


AT ABOVE ADDRESS 


Dinner Parties, at Homes, and Families Supplied with Cakes, 
Jellies, Ices, Charlotte Russe, Salads and Ice Cream, 
and all requisites on short notice 


WEDDING CAKES OF EVERY DESCRIPTION TO ORDER 


A General Assortment of Cakes, Pastry, — Lady Fingers, Angel Cake, etc., made fresh 
aily. ; 


247 Yonge Street, opp. Trinity Square. 


HARRY A. COLLINS! 


House Furnishings | 


Telephone 295 


No. 90 Yonge Street 


. Jan, 23, 1890, 
Ladies: 


We have mentioned hundreds of things j 
worth your while to see in these advertise 
ments, and yet we have only told you of a 
fraction of what we have to sell. i 

| 


| 
| 
N 
‘> 


TORONTO TEMPLE or MUSIC, 
"0 POWLEY & CO. 


When we tell you of our lamps we can only 
say a word for each one, of three or four par- 
ticular kinds, and never a word of the hun- 
dred patterns and shapes of each variety. You 
will know that our stock is complete if you just 
imagine a whole storeful of the prettiest lamps 
that money and taste cow'd select. 


Polished Brass 


Is only a name for the material of which the 
modern bric-a-brac of house furnishings is 
chiefly made, 


SOLE AGENCY. 


li is pretty, has the knack of matching every- 
thing or contrasting any colour, wears well, is 
easily kept clean, and is the showiest, brightest, 
warmest-looking metal to be had. 


Fire Sets, Fenders, Screens, Coal Scuttles, 
Piano Lamps, Banquet Lamps, Tea Kettles, 
Crumb Trays, Tea Trays, Bird Cages, Um- 
brella Stands, Candlesticks, and a score of 


other articles, All are made in polished brass,| The oldest and most 


reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


HARRY A. COLLINS 


90 Yonge Street 


WANZER 
LAMPS 


Are the popular lamps of the day 

No chimney to break 

No danger to fear 

No oil to waste 

With one lamp you obtain a fine 
50-candie power light. Heat a quart 
of water in a few minutes 

Get a breakfast or cook a dinner 

Call at 98 King Street West and 
examine them 


Their thirty-six year:’ 
record the best guar- 
antee of the excellence 
of their instruments, 
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EAST WING NOW OPEN 


Sprcial terms to permanent boarders. Superb rooms, 
single and en suite, INSPEVTION SOLICITED. 


ARLINGTON HOTEL 


Cor. King and John Streets, Toronto 


68 K 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANTIFACTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


CATERER sis 


URABILITY 


ING ST. WEST. 


Our written guaran- 
tee for five years ac 
companies each Piane 


Nlustrated Oatalogue 
tree on application 


i ia pga 117 King Street W. Toronto 


SMITH & SHARPE 


DEALERS IN 


‘Photographers’ Materials 


AND 


Engravings 


| Ama‘ eur Equipments, Etchings and 


| 
| FRAMES MADE TO ORDEF 


159 Bay Street 


MEDICAL BUILDING - 


TORO 





